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THE EXPERIENCE OF LIFE. 



CHAPTER I. 

Edward Thorpe, whose one ideji, was — a grand 
idea in its way — to be as iisefutas possible to his 
kind in a practical way, according ^^to his oppor- 
tunities, overlooked in the wife he had chosen 
the imaginative nature that would require minis- 
tering to, whether he ministered to it or not ; 
and that, in the absence of sympathy on his part, 
would always remain alien to him. If he had 
been conscious of its existence in Avice, he might 
have shrank away from it ; or he might have 
supposed that, young as she was, it was possible 
to crush it out of her, if it stood in his way ; or 
he might have made up his mind to bear with 
it, as something not likely to stand much in his 
way. But not being conscious of its existence, 
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2 THE EXPERIENCE OF LIFE. 

he did not speculate about it at all ; and the 
result of this ignorance was, that whenever it 
peeped out he drove it back, in the decided 
manner that showed it had no business with him 
or his concerns. If he had understood Avice 
better, to begin with — if he had been differently 
constituted himself — more pain, and that of a 
different kind, would have mixed with the plea- 
sure with which he accepted her consent to 
become his wife. He would not so readily have 
dismissed such inevitable pain, as he felt, be- 
lieving that all would be smooth work for her 
and himself in the future. The fact« of his 
understanding Avice well in one point of view 
was a great matter ; but such partial knowledge 
was not sufficient for a companionship that was 
to endure through life ; and it was inevitable 
that one or both must suffer greatly. 

For instance, if he had understood her so tho- 
roughly as her brother had done — if he had been 
capable, like Phillip, of sympathising with her 
eager admiration ^and love of what was sublimely 
grand in nature — he would so have contrived 
that sha should pass^ by daylight through the 
strikingly magnificent scenery that led to her 
future home, instead of at night in a post-chaise, 
the windows of which were closed on the dark- 
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ness without. Edward Thorpe himself was not 
sensible to such impressions; and he was not 
prepared to minister to any tastes that he would" 
have considered merely a weakness in his wife. 

Amid scenery so wild and rugged, and alto* 
gether new to her, A vice, however, * could not 
fail to see much that impressed and interested 
her greatly, before reaching her home, that lay 
in the very heart of the Burnham crags. Before 
the chaise stopped> she became aware of a light' 
outside, that deepened and widened as they ad- 
vanced, until at length it streamed full upon the 
damp-dimmed window, with a strong red glare. 
Having alighted with Mrs. Ritson, and placed 
the latter's arm in her own, Edward Thorpe 
supporting the old lady on the other side, she 
lifted : her eyes and beheld a novel sight. The 
red glare proceeded from six torches, borne aloft 
by as many men, picked men from the mine, 
to whom Edward Thorpe had delegated this task; 
Not so chosen by him for their personal appear- 
ance, or with any view of producing an effect- 
(that would have been quite out of his way), but 
because of their general good character, they 
were, nevertheless, as fine specimens of the dasS' 
to which they belonged as could have been 
selected — strong, iron-framed ; grim a& they had' 

b2 



4 THE EXPERIENCE OF LIFE. 

come from their recent work under ground; 
rough-looking even to savageness, in their mining 
dresses, and with their wild growths of hair on 
cheek and chin, and on their broad uncovered 
chests, they seemed to Avice to be in picturesque 
keeping with the rugged scenery amid which 
they stood, not together, but singly, and of which 
she now first obtained a glimpse. The ruddy, 
flickering glare of the torches revealed to her 
that opening in the stark, mountainous wall of 
grey rock that led to the mine, and that might 
have been the result of an earthquake, such 
huge, unshapen masses of the primeval stone lay 
about, either singly or piled in wonderfully grand 
disorder; such heights soared above her, such 
black chasms yawned in their midst, the whole 
seeming inaccessible to the foot of man. There 
was a regular pathway, nevertheless ; and two by 
two the torch-bearers advanced upon it, the new 
comers following, after Edward Thorpe had 
gently disengaged Avice's arm from Mrs. Rit- 
son's, and placed her so that she walked alone, 
before these two. 

" You are walking over the mine, Avice," he 
said presently. ** There are two hundred men 
^t work beneath you." 

•* And who are those men that I see up yon- 
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der — down yonder ?" asked Avice " They are 
clinging to the rocks in all directions ; — they are 
looking towards us." 

Edward Thorpe saw them too, now. They 
were the miners, who had turned out to a man, 
to give the new mistress a hearty greeting on 
her way home. The torch-bearers came to a 
sudden halt, and then a loud, simultaileous cheer 
arose on all sides, awakening aU the wild echoes 
of the rocks ; the torch-bearers and the three 
miners who followed with the luggage of the 
travellers, joining in it. Edward Thorpe was 
evidently taken by surprise. 

" How is this, Mallory ?" he said, addressing 
one of the torch-bearers nearest him ; " I didn't 
bargain for this, you know ; — how has it hap- 
pened ?" 

" It's t' men as would do it, Sir ; I'd a notion 
they would," said Mallory. "To my thinkin 
it's all right." 

Another cheer, louder than the first ; another 
— and another, till the heights and depths all 
around rang again. 

" Avice," said Edward Thorpe, grasping her 
arm, and his usually firm voice faltered a little, 
" this is done in honour of you ; — it is a part of 
yow welcome home." 
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Avice had been surmising as much ; and all 
her nature was strongly moved. She was grati- 
fied — grateful; tears swelled in her eyes and 
flowed down her cheeks. She touched her hus- 
band's hand and returned its grasp. 

"My friends," exclaimed Edward Thorpe, 
lifting his hat, and this time his voice was clear 
and strong ; " I return you hearty thanks for 
myself and Mrs. Thorpe, who will not forget 
your kind thought of her; God bless you all, and 
now good night." 

There was another cheer, more hearty if pos- 
sible than those that had preceded it, and then 
while the echoes were dying away, the small 
cavalcade moved on. Avice walked like one in 
a dream, and yet like one having all her senses 

m 

about her too. These were the rough men of 
whom Edward Thorpe had spoken to her in 
JiOndon ; respecting whom he had written to her; 
the men in whom, and their wives and children, 
he felt so great an interest, hoping to associate 
her with him in the work of elevating them 
morally and socially. These men had made 
their own way to her heart already ; they had 
one and all communicated with her already, in 
the universal language that is always strong and 
true ; and, as her husband had said, she could 
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never forget their kind thought of her ; — she 
would repay their kindness in kind. These re- 
flections and resolutions cheered and strengthened 
her. It was cheering, too, to feel assured that her 
husband (A vice herself did not so name him, even 
in thought — it was too strange to her), her 
friend, her protector, was wdH respected and 
loved by those placed under him. Altogether it 
was well for her to have had her heart thus 
stirred and her energies roused at the beginning 
of the new life upon which she was entering. 

^Following the guides amid scenery inconceiv- 
ably rugged, and barren and wild; along paths 
that were scarcely passable at intervals ; Avice 
stopped and looked behind her now and then in 
order to address a few encouraging words to Mrs. 
Ritson. That old lady, well supported by 
Edward Thorpe, was advancing with tottering 
but proud step, proud because she felt thaft once 
more she was in her element. Retaining her old 
idea that Mr. Thorpe was a very wealthy man, and 
having just received added proof of his greatness 
in the demonstration of the miners, she was in 
the best possible spirits ; and whilst Avice was 
communing within herself, she declared confi- 
dentially to Mr. Thorpe, that nothing ever 
pleased her better than to see, as she had just 
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seen, the retainers of an old family pay all pos- 
sible respect to the head of it. Humouring her 
as he might have done a child, Edward Thorpe 
listened patiently, and replied in such a way as to 
satisfy her. It was curious to him, a studier of 
human nature^ to observe what strange tricks old 
impressions were playing with this poor, enfeebled 
creature. Accustomed during the greater part 
of her life to be associated, and that closely, if in 
a humble way, with high families, she had ac- 
quired tastes and imbibed notions that dwelt 
with her when all other recollections of her life 
had died out. Loving the people she had lived 
with, giving up her heart and life to them, their 
downfall had been hers ; and when she and the 
two children whom she had cherished as a mother 
were inevitably brought into contact with the 
Simpsons, she shrank from the Simpsons more 
than A vice did, because there was ever present 
with her an irritating consciousness of equality 
that was yet not equality, even as regarded her- 
self, and an indignant protest that could find no 
voice, against the utter want of recognition 
that the claims of her young mistress to high 
consideration and perfect respect had met in the 
household of the draper. This experience had 
completely shattered the already early failing in- 
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tellect of Mrs. Ritson ; but there was a sort of 
strength in her that seized upon the readily 
offered help of Edward Thorpe, and that clung 
to it, and would not let it go. This strength 
had been brought to bear on Avice in her de- 
cision repecting Mr. Thorpe. It was the strength 
of very desperation, and now when there was no 
longer any need for it, all the real feebleness of 
Mrs. Ritson's mind became apparent. Totally 
forgetting many lamentable facts, she lived chiefly 
in a world of delusions ; but as the delusions 
chanced t© be all happy ones, neither Edward 
Thorpe nor Avice sought to disabuse her of 
them. Avice, indeed, had the one satisfaction of 
knowing that the step she had taken had only 
just been in time to save her kind old nurse 
from a state of bodily and mental decay, in which 
only images of a distressing kind could have been 
presented to her. 

After proceeding more than a quarter of a 
mile, Edward Thorpe desired the torch-bearers 
to halt, and then he directed Avice's attention to 
a small dwelling-house that stood far beneath 
them in a hollow surrounded by an amphi- 
theatre of tall cliffs. The house, plainly seen 
by the light of the torches, looked even smaller 
than it really was, in contrast with the magni- 
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tude of the objects surroundiBg it The two 
parlour windows and one of the chamber win- 
dows showed that there were fires and candles 
burning in those rooms, and a light streamed 
through the open doorway at which stood a 
single female figure. A darkly stem look 
passed over Edward Thorpe's face for an in- 
stant as his eyes first fell upon that figure, which 
he was conscious did not belong to either of his 
sisters. He had not led Avice to suppose that 
she would meet any of them on her arrival at 
her home ; he had left it to themselves to pay 
her that attention or not, giving them clearly to 
understand that th^ must not make their ap- 
pearance except on the terms he had prescribed 
to them. Finding that he was terribly in 
earnest, that he was not to be trifled with in the 
slightest particular ; they had seen it expedient 
to give their assistance in arranging the house 
for her reception ; but they had given it under 
the constraint occasioned by their aggrieved feel- 
ings of many kinds ; though perhaps with some 
thought of their brother's great kindness to 
themselves, shown in many ways; certainly 
under a conviction that they must not rebel 
against what he willed, and a consciousness that 
an open rupture with their brother would not, 
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under all the drcumstances, be creditable to 
themselves. Whether they could at present so 
far further unbend as to be ready to receive and 
welcome Avice on her arrival, which would only 
be a graceful and sisterly act, Edward Thorpe 
could not say; and a suspicion that none of 
them wwe present in the house brought the 
st^n look into his face of which we have spoken. 

"This will be your home, Avice," he said, 
pointing to it, "you see that it is completely 
shut out of the world, as I told you-** 

A thought of that world — of all that she had 
s^er^d in it, all that she had lost in it, came 
over Avice for a moment, and caused her to 
shiver with a sensation as if her blood was turn- 
ing to ice. " I like it — even because it is so 
shut out of the world," she said quietly. 

As she approached the house Avice herself 
began to wonder whether she was about to meet 
any of the Misses Thorpe. The thought <fid 
not occasion her any trepidation ; she was mer- 
cifully spared all knowledge of the fact of their 
being only prepared to regard her as an inferior 
and an intruder; and being kindly disposed 
towards them, as the sisters of one who had been 
a true friend to her, she rather wished that she 
might find them at the house, without having a 
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thought of considering their possible absence an 
offence. Her thoughts were too sadly preoc- 
cupied ; she was too really indifferent for that 
to be ; and at any moment, she could readily 
forget that the Misses Thorpe were in existence. 
However, after taking leave of the guides, who 
respectfully bade her good night, and still walk- 
ing in advance of Mr. Thorpe, who with Mrs. 
Ritson on his arm lingered behind to speak to 
one of the men; she began to feel rather 
awkward when she found herself standing alone 
close by the open doorway from which the 
female who had been seen from above had dis- 
appeared. She felt at the moment that a kind 
face and a friendly hand would have been plea- 
santer than this blank. Looking back, she saw 
that Mr. Thorpe was advancing, followed by the 
men bearing their luggage. When he came up 
to her he took her hand, and then she discovered 
that another individual was standing close beside 
her on the doorstep. 

" Avice, my youngest sister : — Mrs. Thorpe, 
Susan." 

The two had taken each other by the hand. 
Avice looked up in the face of the stout, com- 
fortable-looking personage to whom she was 
thus introduced, and she did not by any means 
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dislike its expression. Indeed, Miss Susan had a 
good-humoured kind of face, and in the main she 
was really good-natured: She had intended to be 
as stately and unfamiliar as was possible with 
the yoimg bride ; but her woman's heart was 
touched as she surveyed her slight, girlish figure ; 
her almost child-like face, that was so very pale 
and sad-looking. So Miss Susan forgot all her 
previous resolutions, and bent down and kissed 
Avice, and behaved altogether in her own 
natural manner. 

'* Good gracious," she exclaimed, " how white 
you are — and so cold ! Do make haste in ; 
I've kept good fires ; and I'm sure you must be 
so tired, coming over that ugly road. Good 
gracious, I hope you're not going to be ill !" 

Still holding Avice by the hand, she led her 
into one of the parlours, and Edward Thorpe 
following introduced Mrs. Ritson, whose bonnet 
and outer coverings he proceeded to take off 
previous to installing her in a most comfortable- 
looking easy chair on one side of the fire-place. 
Miss Susan performed the same offices for Avice, 
seating her in a similar chair that stood opposite. 

" You must both rest a bit and get warmed 
before you go up stairs, though you'll find a fire 
in your room, too," said Miss, Susan, keeping at 
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Avice's side ; smoothing 'from her forehead the 
dishevelled curls of dark hair ; looking wistfully 
in her fair^ pale face ; and occasionally glancing 
at Mrs. Ritson, who, looking very dignified and 
happy, sat smoothing down the folds of a bro- 
caded black silk dress that had formerly belonged 
to Miss de Burgh. " My sisters desired me to 
give their best love, hoping you would excuse 
their not being here to-night, as they both* have 
bad colds ; but they'll come as soon as they can 
venture out," continued Miss Susan, who was 
greatly exceeding her orders without being able 
to help it. Edward Thorpe, looking pleased, 
as he was, here quitted the room ; saying, as he 
went out, " We shall be glad to have tea as soon 
as it can be^ot ready, Susan." 

" It will- be ready almost directly,^* said Mi«s 
Susan, quitting Avice's side and approaching the 
window. "I didn't draw- the blinds down 
sooner," she continued, letting down the folds 
of the drab-coloured damask curtains as she 
spoke, ^^ because L thought it would be pleasanter 
for you to see lights in the windows when you 
first came in- sight of the house, after such a 
dreary walk as I know you would have." And 
to do Miss Susan justice, this^was- strictly true; 
and Avice thanked her sincerely for having had 
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such kind thought for her. Always talkative, 
Miss Susan continued to chat very pleasantly 
whilst making preparations for tea, and occa- 
sionally making visits to the kitchen. During 
this interval, Avice took the opportunity of look- 
ing around her. Her impression, on first enter- 
ing the parlour, had been,. that it was the most 
comfortable, cosy-looking apartment she had ever 
entered, save and except that most home-like 
of all apartments — Phillip's snug sitting-room 
in the temple. There the light of love had 
settled upon everything,, and made everything 
blight and familiar to her eyes ; here was the 
kindness . that has some kinship to love ; and 
indisputably, judged by unprejudiced eyes, this 
room, considered of itself, and with its appoint- 
ments, was far preferable to Phillip's. Every- 
thing looked freshy.and new, and bright, and yet 
most homely. Very new and glossy, shining 
in the fire-light, \?vere the frames of yellowish- 
coloured wood and the green leather covers of 
the two chairs in which slie and Mrs. Ritson 
were reclining -^ bright and new was the hearth- 
rug, with its white ground spotted with green, 
in which her feet sank ; and the carpet that was 
also white and green. Bright and shining were 
the drab damask window curtains that Miss 
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Susan had just drawn together, and the Windsor 
chairs — all arm-chairs ; and the cheffonier painted 
in oak, and the round centre table that matched 
it ; and the rosewood work-table that stood be- 
fore the window, and the small vase that stood 
upon it, filled with winter-blooming roses. And 
that centre table, how it glittered all over, 
spread, as it was, with a tea-service of white and 
gold, in the midst of which stood two tall, old- 
fashioned plated candlesticks, that Miss Susan 
presently told Avice were a wedding-gift from 
her sisters and herself. And the brightest of 
grates held the fire, whose flame went up the 
chimney with a pleasant little roar, and sparkled 
all over the hearth, bringing into strong relief 
the very brightest of fenders and fire-irons. 
Looking at all this — looking at Mrs. Ritson, 
who evidently felt very happy and important ; 
thinking of what her lot in the world might have 
been if she had been left to struggle alone, as 
those upon whom she had some claim would 
have left her ; Avice, with her loving and grate- 
ful nature, could not fail to be more than ever 
sensible of the disinterested affection and kind- 
ness that had rescued her from a future that 
could only be contemplated with dread ; and 
that to the best of its ability surrounded her with 
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honour and pleasantness in the present. It was 
impossible to give to this present the whole heart 
and spirit that were still chiefly engrossed by the 
dead past ; any humble home that offered her a 
shelter would have been welcome to her ; but it 
was impossible to avoid yielding to the influences 
around her, all so cheering and encouraging of 
themselves. So, tired and willing to be pleased, 
she sank back in the luxurious chair, and enjoyed 
the warmth and comfort of the bright little 
room, and thought of the kind Miss Susan ; and 
for the moment felt almost happy in her thank- 
fulness — so happy, that presently she began to 
reproach herself — to believe that she had been 
selfish — to feel that, while thinking so deeply of 
Mrs. Ritson in her heart, she was outwardly 
neglecting her. So she started up, and ap- 
proached the old lady, and bent over and kissed 
her ; asking her how she liked her new home. 

" My dear,'' said Mrs. Ritson, spreading out 
her ample skirts with great dignity, " I am 
satisfied — perfectly satisfied. My dear son has 
caused us to be received here with perfect re- 
spect. I am very much satisfied, indeed. I 
never saw a tenantry more attached than Mr. 
Thorpe's are to him : that is particularly grati- 
fying. You have not married beneath you, and 

VOL. II. ^ 
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that is the chief consideration with me. Your 
husband is also one of the kindest of men. 
Where is he ? " Avice told her that she would 
see him presently. Ritson appeared to her to 
be labouring under some new delusion; to be 
imagining either that Mr. Thorpe was really her 
own son or her son-in-law, by reason of his mar- 
riage with herself. This did not matter much, 
except that the state of Ritson's mind altogether 
was a great distress to Avice. She was ponder- 
ing over this matter when Miss Susan entered, 
and asked both ladies to accompany her up stairs. 
The chamber they entered was the largest 
apartment in the house except the kitchen, as it 
extended the length of one of the parlours and 
the passage. Looking first at the fire, Avice 
noticed that everything about it was bright, in- 
eluding itsdf, and that its flame went up the 
chimney with the same pleasant little roar that 
she had noticed as a characteristic of the fire 
below. There were two beds in the room, 
covered with the whitest of counterpanes, and 
hung with white dimity ; and a couch having the 
same covering stood at the foot of one of them. 
The window-curtains were also of white dimity ; 
and the first act of Miss Susan, on entering the 
room, was to draw them down. There was the 
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toilet-table, with its white cover and looking- 
glass ; and other conveniences lay there that 
Avice noticed afterwards. There was the wash- 
stand, with its white service edged with green — 
that most verdant of colours being also pre- 
dominant in the carpet, that was similar to the 
one below. The chamber chairs were also 
painted white and green ; and there was a chest 
of drawers with its white cover ; but the great 
convenience of the room was overlooked by 
Avice, and was pointed out to her by Susan — 
two immense cupboards, painted in oak, that 
occupied all the space on either side the fire- 
place. 

'* My brother told us," said Miss Susan, " that 
you would like to have an extra bed in Mrs. 
Ritson's room, so we placed the two here, this 
being the largest room. I hope Mrs. Ritson 
wiU like it." 

" Thank you,'' said Mrs. Ritson, rather stiffly, 
" I like it very much. My dear son is always 
thoughtful for me — very considerate, indeed ! 
and I cannot be otherwise than satisfied with 
whatever arrangement he makes. Avice, my 
dear, I should like to wash my hands." 

Avice attended to her immediately; poured 
out the water, supplied her with soap, stood by 
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holding the towel ready for her use. Miss Susan, 
even in this early stage of her acquaintance with 
Mrs. Ritson, stood in considerable awe of her, 
as a very superior person, who had evidently 
been accustomed to expect, if not to command, 
attention from every one about her. Miss Susan 
subsequently reported of her, that she was very 
distinguished in appearance and manner — much 
superior, in these respects, to Mrs. Thorpe. And 
Miss Susan, on the alert to make discoveries, 
debarred as she was from openly questioning 
Avice, noticed particularly the fact of Mrs. Ritson 
always speaking of Edward Thorpe as her " son." 
Could Mrs. Thorpe be the daughter of this old 
lady? Most probably she was her grand- 
daughter ; and this was the conclusion at which 
the speculators finally arrived. 

Feeling in a manner constrained to pay respect 
to Mrs. Ritson, Miss Susan was ready to receive 
her, when she came out of Avice's hands, asking 
if she would rest herself on the couch until Mrs. 
Thorpe was ready, or if she, Miss Susan, should 
at once accompany her down stairs. Mrs. Ritson 
chpse to remain ; and when Avice had hurriedly 
washed her hands and face, and combed out her 
hair, the three proceeded down stairs. 

The centre table had received many additions 
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in their absence. There were dishes of thin-cut 
ham and beef, and piles of plum-cake and bread 
and butter ; and a tea-urn was hissing in the 
midst; and almost simultaneously with them- 
selves a respectable-looking servant-woman en- 
tered, bearing two plates, filled with hot cake. 
Edward Thorpe came in the room at the same 
moment. 

" Bessy," he said, " I must introduce you to 
your two mistresses — Mrs. Thorpe and Mrs. 
Ritson. I am sure that you will always find 
them disposed to be kind to you." 

Bessy was one of those frank, rather sharp- 
tempered servants, who always make the best of 
servants to such as are capable of comprehending 
that God has created all men in one flesh. These 
are ready to remember that something must' be 
conceded to character, even where servants are 
concerned. Bessy could not help being familiar, 
because she was thoroughly honest and earnest. 
Glancing at her old mistress, and then looking 
wistfully in the face of her young mistress, Bessy 
said, — 

" Fm sure Fra very glad to see both the 
mississes. If there's anything I can do to make 
them comfortable, they've only to say it, and it's 
done." 
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" Thank you very kindly/* said Avice. " We 
could scarcely be more comfortable than we are 
just now." 

" I like the look of Bessy very much/' said 
Mrs. Ritson, raising herself in her chair ; " and 
really, Bessy, the order I see everywhere is highly 
creditable to you. Of course, in my time Fve 
seen a good deal of servants. I always hired 
ours myself; and I had a deal of trouble with 
many of them that I never could get to fall 
into my ways. In a large establishment there 
is always something the matter with one or 
another ; and I think it a proof of your good 
sense, my dear son, that you have everything 
about you on a small scale. It is quite a treat 
to me to find myself in such a nice, quiet little 
house as this is, though, if some were living, 
they would wonder at my saying so. My dear 
son, I wish I could see you sit down.*' 

"My dear mother," said Edward Thorpe, 
readily falling into her humour, " if you will take 
this chair, I will sit next you, and then I shall 
be able to attend to you properly." 

It was quite evident that Mrs. Ritson expected 
to receive proper attention from all around her. 
What she had just said respecting her former 
large establishment and the nmnerous servants, 
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vmh whom she had found it difficult to deal, 
had the effect of rendering Miss Susan still more 
deferential in her manner to the old lady, whose 
speech and deportment altogether had impressed 
her from the first with a conviction of her having 
originally occupied a high position. Avice felt 
alarmed lest Mrs. Bitson should make some 
more definite disclosure respecting the past, 
notwithstanding the repeated warnings she had 
given her against doing so ; her failing memory, 
and the change that had latterly come over her 
altogether, having considerably lessened Avice's 
power ovw her, Edward Thorpe, however, 
had no such fears. He saw that Mrs. Ritson's 
intellect was so far impaired that she herself had 
no clear ideas respecting the past ; that she had 
even forgotten names ; and that the one principal 
impression remaining with her was, that she was 
herself a person of high descent, who had been 
accustomed to mix with the first society, and 
who was entitled to the profoundest respect, 
notwithstanding the family misfortunes, mistily 
alluded to sometimes, that had caused a great 
change in her position. It was singular that 
she entirely lost sight of Avice in this respect ; 
that she transferred almost wholly to Mr. Thorpe 
who had protected and rescued Avice from all 
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that she had dreaded for her, the affection that 
yet in this form survived only because of her 
child. However, A vice missed the affection that 
had hitherto been lavished solely and without 
measure on herself. It was a great trial to her 
to feel that for the future her lips must indeed 
be sealed to the past ; since even Ritson could 
no longer sympathise with her, or linger with 
her over the recollections of other days. Other 
love she had won, but it was not a love that 
could repay her for the loss of Nurse Ritson's. 
It was a truth that she had never felt so com- 
pletely alone in the world as she did some days 
after entering her own and her husband's future 
home. 

During tea the brother and sister spoke toge- 
ther occasionally respecting matters known only 
to themselves ; and at length Miss Susan asked 
him if he had heard anything in London of the 
young master. 

" Only that he was pursuing his studies like 
one altogether in earnest," said Edward Thorpe, 
somewhat sadly. " I honour him very greatly : 
he gives promise of becoming a noble man." 

"Dr. Frank was in London some time ago," 
continued Miss Susan, " and he told us he had 
heard that his chambers in the Temple, two 
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attics, were quite poorly furnished with some old 
ricketty things that had beldnged to a student 
who died many months ago. I think him a 
very odd young man. So rich as he is, he 
ought to be doing something better than burying 
himself there. Good gracious! Mrs. Thorpe, 
how white you have turned ! I thought you'd be 
ill. Never mind upsetting the tea-cup. You'd 
better rest in the easy-chair again, and I'll bring 
your tea to you." 

Avice declared that she had finished her tea ; 
and as all were willing to excuse her, she retired 
to the easy-chair. Edward Thorpe knew that 
his wife's brother had been a student in the 
Temple, and that he had died there. He, there- 
fore, supposed that the allusion to the Temple 
had occasioned her some emotion. He could 
excuse this, although he was generally hard upon 
weakness of any kind. He went on speaking 
with a consciousness that the worst was pa$t. 

" It is because Walter Osborne is so rich," 
he said (Avice by a strong effort restrained 
herself fi-om giving a sudden start), "that I 
think so highly of him. It is no honour to any 
to be born to wealth or rank; but he who, 
especially in youth, can determine to act for 
himself independently of these possessions, is a 
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true man. Walter Osborne is the only man 
living of whom I ever heard whom I greatly 
envy." 

Avice became giddy, faint, sick with a sick- 
ness of the soul, reclining there in the easy-chair. 
She had never mentioned Walter Osborne's 
name to Mr. Thorpe : she had not been aware 
that he knew him. Neither could Ritson have 
mentioned him to Mr. Thorpe, because all that 
she had felt most keenly had been kept by Avice 
in the recesses of her own heart. If Ritson had 
casually heard his name mentioned at Hampton 
Court, she had most probably forgotten it. 
Ritson seemed even to have forgotten Phillip, 
for this allusion to the Temple did not move 
her in the least. But who might tell how 
strongly Avice was moved ! It was quite evident 
to her now, from all that had been said, coupled 
with all that was known to her, that this Walter 
Osborne, whom her husband so admired and 
envied — who was altogether so admirable, as 
she knew — had himself been the purchaser of 
Phillip's effects — was now in possession of them 
and of his chambers — studying there as Phillip 
had studied — thinking there of Phillip, whom 
he had so loved — thinking of herself, perhaps, 
sometimes ; wondering what had become of her ! 
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With a great overwhelming rush, Avice's native 
sympathies went back to all this ; and the cosy 
little room and all the people in it became to 
her at the moment as nothing — as nothing, 
except that she still listened eagerly to what the 
brother and sister said, because they continued 
to speak of Walter Osborne. How familiar to 
her were many of the names and circumstances 
mentioned by them ! How often, long before 
coming to Hampton Court, she had heard Phil- 
lip speak of Staunton Court as the old ancestral 
home of the Osbomes, and of Mr. Osborne as 
an unworthy father of a noble son ! All she 
now learned confirmed all that she had learned 
so long ago. There she sat, listening greedily 
to those details into which her husband could 
not conceive that she had the power to e'hter. 
Of course she understood now that the mine 
which Mrs. Ritson, to the end of her days, 
persisted in believing to belong exclusively to 
Edward Thorpe, was the property of Walter 
Osborne. Not far from her stood the house in 
which he was bom, and his early childhood had 
been passed in the neighbourhood. For ever 
she would be hearing something respecting him, 
and for ever she must be silent respecting him 
herself. Her husband had so willed it: he 
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would have nothing of her past revived; 
so Avice, a dreamer by nature, was likely 
enough to find no satisfying life beyond her 
dreams. 

Before Miss Susan returned to her own home 
that night, escorted by Tom, who made his ap- 
pearance armed with a great horn lantern — ^the 
veritable loutish Tom, who more than twelve 
months before had acted asguideto Charles Moore 
and James Fraser ; — Avice had become more in- 
timately acquainted with the interior of the small 
house over which she was in future to preside. 
Edward Thorpe himself took her into the ad- 
joining parlour, where she found the same bright 
fire with its accompaniments, the same drab- 
coloured window curtains, the same Windsor 
chairs — all arm chairs — the same easy chairs 
standing on either side the fire-place, only these 
were covered with purple leather, and purple 
was also the predominant colour in the carpet 
and hearth-rug. The round centre table was of 
mahogany, a regular library table with drawers 
all round ; and a lamp standing in the centre of 
it, with its ground-glass cover, shed a subdued 
light. Two sides of the room were covered 
from floor to ceiling with bookcases filled with 
books — grave, heavy-looking books, all of them. 



THE EXPERIENCE OP LIFE. 29 

Here, as in the other parlour, there wa& no orna- 
ment, no chimney glass, not even a vase on the 
bare mantel-piece — no pictures. 

" Here,'' said Edward Thorpe, " I intend to 
pass what leisure time I shall have, with you for 
a frequent companion, sweet Avice — you whose 
mind I wish to form." He kissed her forehead 
as he said this, and Avice felt grateful to him ; — 
Avice, who was so abstracted at the moment, 
so halfstupified with her crowding recollections 
of the past ; — Avice, whose mind was already 
so far formed, that there was little left that he 
could do. 

Then Miss Susan invited her into the kitchen, 
where everything looked brighter than ever : 
— the commodious kitchen stove, with its 
heaped-up blazing fire in the centre ; the 
highly-polished dish-covers and other domes- 
tic utensils that glittered everywhere on the 
walls, that were painted in a cream-colour ; 
the dressers, and tables, and chairs, all looking 
so clean and new. Dishes and plates were 
arranged on the shelves above the dressers, and 
all kinds of cooking utensils on the shelves 
beneath. Suspended from the ceiling were 
several hams and a side of bacon, and there was 
a pleasant smell of new-baked bread, for Bessy 
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was hakinj^. Miss Susan opened several doors, 
and disclosed to the eyes of Avice, cupboards, 
and pantries, and store closets innumerable ; for 
the original occupier of the dwelling had built it 
for himself and his family, and with an eye to 
conveniences of all kinds. Miss Susan opened 
the outer door of the kitchen, and holding a 
candle in her hand, pointed out another door 
fitted into the fissure of the solid rock, beyond 
which, she said, was a large natural cavern, that, 
besides containing coals and wood, and every- 
thing that required putting out of the way, was 
the best of keeping places for several articles of 
consumption that she mentioned, it being at all 
times perfectly cool. Finally, Miss Susan placed 
in A vice's hands the keys respectively of the tea- 
caddy, and of a store closet containing pickles 
and preserves that had been supplied by her 
sisters and herself. That learned lady, Miss 
Thorpe — that hard, business woman. Miss 
Martlia, had been capable of thinking of these 
things, and doing all this for the young stranger, 
whose presence in their midst they would gladly 
have been spared. They were inclined to make 
the best of a bad job. It was impossible for a 
nature like Avice's not to feel these attentions 
and be grateful for them; but as the Misses 
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Thorpe gave, so she received them, having too 
little heart in the matter. A vice was at the 
moment too conscious of the higher wants within 
herself to which none might minister. Alto- 
gether she felt the truth of the saying — man 
cannot live hy hread alone. 

On the following day she was visited by Miss 
Thorpe, who did not appear to have any traces 
of a recent cold about her. Avice did not get 
on so well with Miss Lydia as she had done with 
Miss Susan, and Ritson felt herself greatly 
affronted by Miss Lydia, who did not seem inclined 
to defer to her at all. The next day brought 
Miss Martha, with whom Avice felt more at 
home. Avice was very ready to acknowledge to 
this experienced housewife that she knew nothing, 
that she was fit for nothing so far as household 
matters were concerned ; but she was teachable, 
and willing to be taught ; and so far, Miss 
Martha, who liked to dictate and rule, was 
. satisfied with her. Mrs. Ritson, on the con- 
trary, was highly offended, because Miss Martha 
had scarcely condescended to notice her at all : 
Miss Martha having been prejudiced against her 
by the report of both her sisters. Miss Martha 
professed to have no nonsense about her ; at any 
rate she could not bear with the nonsense of 
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other people. She was, herself, proud in her 
way ; but the inordinate pride of this penniless 
old lady disgusted her. In this way a mortal 
enmity was established between Miss Martha 
and Mrs. Ritson, who complained to her dear 
son of the treatment she had received. Avice 
helped Edward Thorpe to soothe her ; Edward 
Thorpe, who, so long as his wife appeared satis- 
fied, was not to be greatly disturbed by the 
grievances, chiefly imaginary, of this poor imbe- 
cile old soul. 

Next followed a formal invitation to Moor- 
lands, which Avice accepted, and Mrs. Ritson 
declined. On this occasion Avice was introduced 
to the two visitable families of the neighbouring 
village, and also to the aged vicar, who took to 
her amazingly. Earlier in life he had lost his 
only child, a daughter, who died when she 
was about Avice's age, and she seemed half re- 
stored to him in Avice, in whom he discovered 
many points of similarity. For years afterwards, 
even until the time came in which his own head 
was to be laid low, he would pass in summer heat 
and through winter's snow and rain over to Burn- 
ham crags in order to spend a quiet hour with 
Avice, who, together with her husband, formed 
the sole society in the neighbourhood at all cal- 
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culated to satisfy the tastes of the intelligent and 
perfectly gentlemanly old man. Even on the 
occasion of this first visit to Moorlands, Avice 
formed a pretty correct judgment of the charac- 
ters of her three sisters-in-law ; and it was plain 
to her that she could never be anything to any 
of them. In order to understand the inordinate 
family pride of the Misses Thorpe, it was neces- 
sary to see them in their own house ; and having 
done this, Avice felt that her own claims on that 
score, even if she could have brought them for- 
ward^ would have been as nothing in comparison. 
So when her husband, in the course of his after 
teachings, ridiculed this kind of pride, she was 
ready to see and acknowledge the absurdity of 
it, the worthlessness of it, to the extent that it 
had been made to appear worthless and absurd 
to her. Also, during this first visit to the Misses 
Thorpe, she learned more respecting Walter 
Osborne, who formed one of the topics of con- 
versation wherever two or more were gathered 
together. Some blamed him for keeping aloof 
as he did and leaving everything under the con- 
trol of Mr. Rycroft ; but all allowed that Staun- 
ton Court and the neighbourhood might well be 
distasteful to him. The old vicar, who had 
known him well in his very early boyhood, de- 

VOL. II. B 
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scribed him as having been *^ a gracious child," 
resembling his mother in many particulars. 
Altogether it seemed pretty certain that there 
was no chance of Avice ever being brought into 
personal contact with him in the wild r^on of 
which he was master. She believed herself to 
be thankful for this: she believed that she 
wished to put him out of sight altogether as an 
impediment in the way of what lay before her ; 
but she was conscious of listening eagerly, and 
with a quickened beat of her heart, whenever 
his name was mentioned ; conscious of avoiding 
her husband's eye at such times lest he should 
discover in her this emotion which it had never 
been in his own power to awaken. 

It was wisdom in Edward Thorpe to find 
immediate and full employment for his young 
wife. As a popular measure, Mr. Rycroft, 
BOW a very great man indeed, co-operated with 
Mr. Thorpe in erecting a school-house for the 
children of the miners, to which a paid master 
and mistress were to be attached. This was to 
be accomplished partly by general subscription, 
but Mr.. Rycroft himself giving liberally, the 
work was commenced at once, shortly after the 
anival. at Burham crags, of Edward Thorpe's 
wife. Two or three years previously Mr. Thorpe 
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had alone and unaided, commenced this reforma* 
tory work. He had caused a rough boarded 
shed to be erected not far from the mine, con- 
taining forms and desks as roughly put together, 
and here, drawing aroimd him as many of the 
men and boys as could be persuaded to attend, 
he employed his own leisure hours in giving them 
instruction in reading and writing. No one un- 
derstood better than himself the worth of example, 
and shortly, as he had expected, a few amongst 
the men who were steady and intelligent in com- 
parison with the rest, voluntarily oflfered their 
services to help him. Having made this small 
beginning, Edward Thorpe had the satisfaction 
of seeing that the work prospered and went on, 
though slowly. He knew well enough that little 
could be done towards humanising the men and 
boys, so long as the women and the girls re- 
mained uncared for. Never before did man 
single-handed, contend with anything so formid- 
able as the gross ignorance, the utter want of 
moral sense, the low vices and brutal propensities 
that characterised the whole mining population. 
The women, not less brutalised than the men, 
did their best towards promoting in wretched 
homes, the disorder and discomfort that seem 
to be the peculiar element of the civilised savage. 

jy 2 
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Lazy, slatternly, dirty, having no self-respect, 
having been thenaselves dragged up rather than 
brought up, these women dragged up their chil- 
dren, and drank with their husbands — and swore 
with them; and encouraged the latter's feuds 
with one another ; and bound up their broken 
heads with a readiness that shewed they con- 
sidered such work to be a part of their mission 
on earth ; and frequently fought with one 
another, which was nothing to women who were 
used all along to be beaten by their husbands. 
Between fighting and drinking, and gossiping, 
little time was left to devote to the children, who 
soon learned to fight, and drink, and gossip on 
their own account. Here was enough and to spare, 
of that raw material, that regarded as the pecu- 
liar product of another soil and different social 
institutions, is pronounced to be marvellous. No 
one better understood all this than Edward Thorpe, 
but he was a man amongst ten thousand. He 
remembered that this rude population had been 
quite destitute of instruction, secular or spiritual, 
time out of mind. He knew that the grossly 
gnorant and rough men about him were still 
human, because he had found them accessible to 
kindness; because he had tried kind treatment, 
j»nd had found it to succeed in softening their 
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natures, at least quite as well as brutality had, 
previously to his time, succeeded ia knocking 
•what little sense they had left, out of them. In 
this work of reformation amongst a people so 
apparently lost, Edward Thorpe intended to asso- * 
date Avice with himself, and as a preliminary step, 
he at once formed a girls' dass in the rude primi- 
tive school-room. He had formed a right esti- 
mate of Avice's high nature, that while it was 
not to be appalled by anything human, was 
capable of being attracted towards anything 
human. He knew well enough that any ordi- 
nary schoolmistress that could be engaged would 
complain bitterly of the difficulties in the way, 
if she did not allow them to conquer her alto- 
gether. He expected Avice to pave the way for 
such an inferior nature, and to perfect her own 
Work afterwards. And Avice did not fail him. 
Besides that the many wounds in her heart might 
not heal, there being no skilful hand near to tend 
them, nor indeed any thought for them at all, 
so that familiarity with pain rendered her un- 
familiar with any idea of pleasure or self-indul- 
gence ; the spiritual in Avice had at all times 
so iar predominated over the animal, as to give 
a lofty tone to her whole character, and a stability 
tlmt even thus early would bear putting to the 
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proof. Hers was one of those higher natureft 
Uiat delight in self-sacrifice, that find their great- 
mt happiness in ministering to the happiness of 
others. The love tiiat would have rendered all 
' this ready yielding an exquisite delight, was no 
longer present with Avioe now, but she was still 
bound to the performance of duties, and those 
sufficed to her in the absence of love. She took 
the place her husband had assigned to her, and, 
to the great wonderment, and a little to the 
scandal of the Misses Thorpe, said she liked it* 
Whatever the difficulties she had to contend with 
might be, she never spoke of them ; but before 
long she gave a cheering report of progress. It 
was a part of her husband's plan that she should 
visit the homes of the miners, and bring the in- 
fluence of her gentle manners and speech to bear 
upon the coarse women, who he believed would 
treat her with perfect respect to begin with, be- 
cause they already paid voluntary respect to 
himself. The old vicar of the moorside village, 
who had lived in the neighbourhood nearly half 
a century, and had never dreamed of effecting a 
reformation amongst these wild people, now see- 
ing this young girl associated with her husband 
in such a work, offered his help, which was gladly 
accepted ; ajid the gray-headed old man, bent 
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with age, and the delicate young girl were more 
frequently seen together than apart. The labour 
thus commenced had no immediate results that 
could be worth mentioning here : — it is enough 
to say that the labourers continued to work on. 
Avice continued to live in her two separate 
worlds, and found no full life in either ; and as 
she marched towards womanhood, and the 
shadows deepened on her fair, pale face, her in- 
fluence over those she wished to influence was 
strengthened daily ; for so much seriousness in 
one so young inspired all about her with respect 
and awe. Separated as she was from the past, 
as though the past had never been, it was not 
until many years had gone by that she resigned 
all hope of ever hearing from her sister. Edward 
Thorpe, to whom Avice had communicated the 
fact of having written to this sole surviving re- 
lation, informing her of her marriage, fully 
expected on his part, afl;er what he had heard of 
Clementina from Mrs. Ritson, that she would 
never reply to the letter. He even hoped it 
might be so ; and his hope was certainly more 
likely to be realised than her own. The one 
thing certain was, that Avice's lot was cast 
amongst the Burham «rags, and that for good or 
e^il she must abide by it. 
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CHAPTER II. 

On a certain day, eighteen years after the sad. 
and solemn wedding that had taken place in the 
little church of St. John's Wood, and in which 
Edward Thorpe and Avice Desborough, were the. 
chief actors, two individuals, both men of re- 
markable appearance, met each other accidentally 
in the midst of a great crowd in Fleet Street,, 
and, after conferring for a few moments, walked 
on together. The elder of the two did not look 
nearly his age, which was sixty. His figure, tall 
and stalwart ; his countenance, strong-featured, 
massive, and unwrinkled ; his head, unusually 
large and erect, seemed to bid defiance to time. 
His companion, on the contrary, looked older 
than he was ; for he was only twenty-eight, and 
his brown^ hair was already turning grey ; and he 
was unnaturally thin, so that his cheeks were 
sunken ; and his slight figure was characterised 
by a feeble stoop. It was about four o'clock in 
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the afternoon of a glowing July day, and the hot 
sun was rendered more oppressive by the dose^ 
crowded streets. Pursuing their course in a 
northerly direction, these two at length paused 
before the door of a house in Burton Crescent, 
at which they knocked and gained admittance. 
The maid-servant who opened the door, and who 
seemed to know the visitors well, said, in answer 
to their inquiries, that Mr. Moore was not at 
home, but that Miss Catlierine was in the draw- 
ing-room. 

" Then go on with your own work, Ellen, and 
leave ns to manage for ourselves ; only mind and 
keep the kettle boiling,'^ said the younger of the 
two gentlemen. " What a many jolly nights we 
and others have passed in this room,'' he conti- 
nued, pushing back the half open door of the 
parlour, ia which a good fire was blazing. " In 
my poor aunt's life-time, I used to think there 
was not such a happy house as this in broad 
England ; but since her death, it has, to me, 
been filled with shadows — the shadows lying 
everywhere where she used to be. If I had died 
two years ago, I should not have been haunted 
by these shadows." 

"Poor Mary I" sighed the elder gentleman, 
stretching his huge length upon a sofa. Nothing 
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further passed between the two, and the younger 
mounted the stah^, and entered the drawing- 
room. 

" Catherine, cousin Catherine," he exclaimed, 
" where are you ? Oh, I see ;** and he pushed 
open the door of the back drawing-room, and 
beheld the person he was in search of, standing 
before an easel, on which lay a bold crayon 
drawing, a study from one of the great masters. 

"I knew that it was you, Rupert," said 
Catherine Moore ; ** I recognised your knock ; 
and I also recognised the step of Mr. Eraser : 
there is no mistaking either.'* 

" I wonder what there is peculiar about my 
knock," said Rupert Lee. "As to Fraser^s 
elephantine step, that might be distinguished 
anywhere. Well, here we are, both of us ; and 
Fll tell you how it has happened. I met Fraser 
in Fleet Street, half an hour ago, and he said he 
was about to attend a lectmre, to be delivered by 
a friend of his, and asked me to accompany him. 
I, having nothing better to do, promised that I 
would ; but, as there were some hours to spare 
before the lecture commences, at eight o'clock, I 
suggested that we should come here for a cup of 
tea. You know what a fellow I am for tea. 
Where is my uncle ? " 
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" When he went out this morning, he toLd 
me not to expect him home xmtil late/' said 
Cathmne, " I will ord^ tea as soon as you 
like. What is the time now ?" 

** Just five o'clock,** said Rupert, glancing at 
his watch. ^' It seems almost too bad, Catherine, 
tiiiat your studies should be almost constantly 
interrupted by myself and others as they are." 

'^ I wish you would take these interruptions 
into account when you are inclined to be so se- 
vmiy critical on my performances as you are 
sometimes,*' said Catherine. " Pray don't con- 
sider them just now, t)r you will mar every- 
thing.** 

" The tea, and bo forth : that's true. If you 
find me a severe critic sometimes, it is because I 
wish you to excel, being conscious of the poww 
that is in you. I see no reason why you should 
not become the greatest female artist that this 
country has produced. I have been sorry to see 
that, since my aunt's death, you have scarcely 
attended to your drawing at all. You know how 
much it has been my wish that you should go 
on and excel, as, with the necessary severe study, 
I knew you could and would." 

** I know all this, and also what great pains 
you have bestowed upon me," said Catherine. 
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^'Indeed, Rupert, I am not ungrateful. But 
consider what demands have been made upon 
my time since my mother's death. What is your 
remedy for this ? '* 

"I havefrequentlyiold your father that it would 
be better for him to engage a housekeeper than 
allow your time to be wasted in attending to 
household drudgery. Leave that kind of work 
to the women who are fit fcH* nothing else." 

" To such women as my mother, for instance. 
Oh, Rupert, for shame ! She, knowing nothing 
of art, except that she was well able to appreciate 
whatever in it was beautiful and excellent, wa» 
one of the most truly great and noble women 
that I ever heard or read of. Her life, passed in 
active goodness ; her death, full of peace, and 
brightened by the high faith that had regulated 
her life, were known to you : but much more 
was revealed to me. Amongst those who come 
here — my father's friends ; renowned men some 
of them, all what is called clever men — I never 
met with one so entirely free from the besetting 
weaknesses that, where they exist, will become 
apparent at one time or another ; so uniformly 
strong for the battle of life, as my mother was." 

She had spoken earnestly, more earnestly than 
was usual with her, for Catherine Moore was 
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habitually quiet and sedate in manner and speech ; 
and now, seeing a smile steal over the face of 
her cousin, her own flushed for an instant, and 
she raised her head proudly — she could raise it 
proudly when she liked — and said further : 

" You are, doubtless, amused at my presump- 
tion in supposing that I have so far made 
acquaintance with the characters of men distin- 
guished in their several ways, as to have dis- 
covered their weaknesses; but remember that 
we women, who are required to look on and 
admire at a humble distance the superiority in 
many ways to which we never attain, do not look 
on idly, or admire blindly, but make good use of 
the quick perception of character with which 
God has endowed us, and call to our aid the 
judgment in which, as reasoning creatures, we 
are not deficient. What appears to me to be 
weaknesses in great minds may not strike you 
in the same light. The so-called sublime despair 
in which James Fraser and others indulge, and 
which they foster in one another, is not strength, 
as its frequent results of madness and misery 
always prove. I call this weakness, in compa- 
rison with that happy hope and faith in my 
mother, which rendered her strong for every 
purpose, in life and death. '^ 
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" You are quite right there," said Rupert Lee, 
hastily; ''quite right, Catherine. God forbid 
that the sublime despair should ever touch you, 
or any woman living. I had no idea that you 
had looked into it so closely .^ 

"How could I help doing that?" asked 
Catherine. " I sit at the head of my father's 
table, and his guests converse freely before me. 
When my mother was on her death-bed, she 
foresaw that this would be, and she warned me. 
Then I understood from her, what I had partly 
learned for myself already^ that my father had 
long been too much under the influence of Mr. 
Fraser. This knowledge was one of the shadows 
that always lay on my mother's life. You can- 
not understand as I do, how tenderly and deli- 
cately, so that he could scarcely discover her aim, 
she tried to counteract this influence. The 
beautiful example of her whole life was a great 
stay to him. Almost her last words to me were 
a charge respecting him — a request that, as I 
valued her blessing, I would attend to and watch 
over my father as she had done, so that he might 
not too greatly miss her. You know how much 
he drooped when she died. I can never supply 
her place to him ; but, with such strength as 
God has given me, I purpose to fulfil her last 
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wishes — to keep at my father's side so long as 
he lives. So, dear Rupert," she continued, laying 
her hand on his arm gently, '^ do not again speak 
to him about a housekeeper, as I cannot resign 
my post to any one ; and allow me to look upon 
any more ambitious scheme for myself as a 
secondary* matter for the present." 

Tears sprung to the eyes of Rupert Lee as she 
spoke. He had loved his aunt, his mother's 
sister, very dearly ; he loved his cousin. Rais- 
ing her hand to his lips he kissed it tenderly and 
respectfully. 

" You are a dear, good girl, Catherine," 
he said ; " you always were. God forbid that 
I should oppose you in anything that it seems 
right to you to do. I confess myself .to be weak 
in presence of that strength of yours. So 
now we'll have tea, Catherine; and you shall 
preside at the table like the household goddess 
you are. And humbled as I feel just now, I am 
constrained to confess, that much as I have ad- 
vocated the introduction here of that said house* 
keeper, I had a lurking idea that I should never be 
able to patronise or even tolerate her on my own 
account. Certainly it is lucky for her, whoever 
she might have been ; and lucky for me, that 
things are to remain as they are." 
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Catherine laughed as she put aWay her drawings 
utensils and promised to follow him down stairs 
directly. She was a stately, really beautiful girl 
this first and sole surviving child of Charles 
Moore ; possessing one of those perfectly classic 
forms and faces, whose general characteristic is 
great repose, so that they usually win admiration 
as a piece of statuary might win it ; putting out 
of sight, as no other forms or faces do, the idea 
of flesh and blood, Catherine's face was perfect 
in its Grecian outline and contour ; but it was 
wanting in the sparkling vivacity, the glow and 
life that make many a homelier face more at- 
tractive to look upon. Only a few might search 
into the depths lying under that quiet exterior ; 
but those who thus knew, would love Catherine 
Moore for ever. First ordering tea, Catherine 
entered the parlour, and began to converse freely 
and cheerfully with her two guests as it was her 
wont to do. Whilst they were thus engaged a 
low knock was heard at the outer door, so low 
as scarcely to be distinguished by the three persons 
assembled in the parlour. Catherine evidently 
paused and listened ; but the conversation went 
on until the knock was repeated, and then she 
rose from her seat. 

" That knock will never be heard below," she 
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said ; " if you will excuse me for a few minutes 
I will go to the door myself/* 

" Why not ring for one of the servants ?" said 
Rupert Lee. 

" Because/' said Catherine, who had got to 
the parlour door, " I think I know that knock ; 
I believe it is a very old friend of mine /* and 
Catherine vanished. 

Shortly afterwards when the tea was brought 
in, Catherine appeared with it. 

" Rupert," she said, " I must teg of you to 
act as host to-day. I have seen you make tea 
for yourself in that old study of yours, and I 
know you will not be at a loss. Mr. Fraser, 
you will excuse me I am sure, when you under- 
stand the occasion. I am becoming learned 
in knocks. When I opened the street door just 
now, I found the person I expected to see ; it 
was Nurse Rae, Rupert. She is an inmate of 
the workhouse, Mr. Fraser, and this is one of 
her days out, and she must be back by six 
o'clock. She says that she wants to ask my ad- 
vice about some very serious matter. She closed 
my mother's eyes and dear Charles's, and I cannot 
neglect her. If you want anything more, Ru- 
pert, Ellen will attend to you." 

" Why not ask Nurse Rae in here ?" said Ru« 

VOL. II. E 



50 THE EXPERIENCE OF LIF8. 

pert. " I dare say she would like a cup of tea ; 
and I should like above all things to hear what 
she has to say. Do oblige me, Catherine.'' 

" And don't leave me to suppose that I stand 
in the way of her coming in here/' said James 
Fraser. " Do me the justice to believe, Cath- 
erine, that I can sympathise with this poor old 
soul, who after a hard life is ending her days 
in a workhouse." 

For an instant Catherine looked undecided. 
" I cannot order Nurse Rae to come up hare," 
she said ; '' I will explain the matter to her, and 
if she has no objection it is all well. Under- 
stand> both of you, that she has suffered very 
greatly. You have both seen her in former 
times, and you will see now that she is very near 
her journey's end," 

Catherine disappeared, and very shortly aftef- 
wards entered the room again, leading by the 
arm a very aged-looking woman, attired in 
the workhouse dress. Many old women of 
eighty look younger than did Nurse Rae at sixty- 
nine. Besides being so wrinkled, and battered, 
and worn and bent, there was a humbled, abject 
look about Nurse Rae that was painful to 
witness. She had been accustomed to feel a 
honest pride in her humble independence ; and 
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she had felt keenly the disgrace of being at last 
compelled to enter a workhouse. She had an 
idea that she was no longer fit for decent com- 
pany. In common with all who have been 
brought low, she liked to speak of her better 
days ; and she liked best such as had known her 
in those better days. Catheripe Moore could 
do anything with her ; and she readily followed 
Catherine to the presence of her two old 
acquaintances, Mr. Fraser and Mr. Lee. 

Kupert had wheeled the sofa to the table, and 
he helped Catherine to place her upon it ; and 
Rupert, taking the superintendence of the tea- 
table upon himself, handed her the first cup of 
tea. Both he and Mr. Fraser had cordially 
shaken hands with her when she entered. 

" It's a pleasure to me," said Nurse Rae, in 
her quavering voice, " to see any I've been used 
to see in this dear house, where I spent so many 
happy hours in my best days. When the 
mistress was alive, nobody had a kinder wel- 
come than I had; and it's the same now, I 
know. If the mistress could have known what 
I've come to — dear, dear ; it would have troubled 
her kind heart !" 

Waiting upon her, soothing her, speaking to 
her many kind words, the tea was got over ; and 
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then Nurse Rae, her time being short, com- 
menced speaking of the trouble that had induced 
her to come and consult Catherine. It was a 
new trouble — a trouble only of yesterday ; she 
spoke of it only as " a trouble." 

'' It is a long history before I can make you 
understand all the rights of it/' she said, rubbing 
together her trembling hands. '^ You see, Miss 
Catherine, when you was born I was charring at 
the Temple, and a good place I found it ; not in 
re^ct of money I don't mean, though many 
made me handsome presents, but because all 
the gentlemen was kind to me, especially one 
that I shall never forget ; one that died on the 
very day you was born — dear, sweet, young 
gentleman, I think I see him now 1" 

" I remember all that story," said Catherine, 
" you told it to us years ago ; — -how he brought 
hi/s young sister to his chambers one morning ; 
and took her all about the Temple and the 
Temple church ;— how they dined together, he 
having previously made unusual preparations; 
how he was suddenly taken ill while thinking of 
taking his sister to see some new sight-^how 
he died, leaving her with her heart almost 
broken, I have wept more than once over that 
jBtory, Nurse Rae." 
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** To be sure I told you all about it," said 
Nurse Rae, whose memory began to fail her a 
little. "I told you too, I dare say, all about 
Mr. Osborne, the young gentleman's friend; 
him that was so kind — Oh, so kind !" 

" Yes, all about Mr. Osborne, who was so 
kind," said Catherine. " When I was quite a 
child I loved that Mr. Osborne, because of what 
you said of him. Go on. Nurse Rae." 

" I was took ill myself soon after the young 
gentleman died," continued Nurse Rae. "I 
went home and lay ill a many weeks ; and then 
I was took to the infirmary and was ill a many 
months there ; and when I went home I was 
still ailing, and my two children, John and 
Sarah Ann kept me. They was always good 
children, John and Sarah Ann. Befcnre I was 
quite strong again, my sister died, her that 
nursed your mother when you was bom, Miss 
Catherine ; and it come into my head, and into 
my children's heads, that Td best turn nurse 
myself, and seek out her connection, because 
i^'d always done well, and I wasn't strong 
enough to take again to my old work «t the 
Temple. So I took to going out nursing, and 
I came here amongst other places ; and many's 
t)ie glad and sorrowful days I've passed in this 
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house. I was here when litde Katy was bom^ 
and Alice, and when they both died ; and when 
Charley was bom, and when he died — ^the dear, 
noble little fellow, eleven years old ; and when 
the mistress died— that was worst of all. This 
is not what I came to speak about/' continued 
Nurse Rae, again rubbing together her trembling 
hands, ^' but the old thoughts will cling to one. 
Before your Charley was born, my John married 
and went out to Australia. He was loth to go, 
and that was a bad sign for him ; but he didn't 
see any good he could do here, so he went, 
saying he would send for me directly he raised 
money enough, and I promised I would follow 
him. Sarah Ann was married already to a bad/ 
drunken husband that used her ill. I had to 
half keep Sarah Ann and her children many a 
year. 

" Well, first there came news from Australia 
that John had arrived safe and was hoping to do 
well ; and then there came news that he was 
lying ill and that his wife was in poverty and 
didn't know what to do. It was your good 
kind father. Miss Catherine, as raised the sub- 
scription for me when in my distracted state I 
said I would go out to John at once. Then it 
was thought best that the money should be sent 
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to his wife, and it was sent ; and then came the 
news that John was dead." 

The trembling hands were clasped together 
more tightly, and the old woman bowed her head 
over them and wept. Catherine drew closer to 
her, and placed her arms round her neck. 
"These are sad memories, dear Nurse,'* she 
said ; " try to go on." 

"This isn't the trouble I came to speak 
about," resumed Nurse Rae, " but I must tell 
all as I told it only yesterday to Mr. Osborne, 
or I shall not be able to make you understand 
the rights of it all." 

" Mr. Osborne!" exclaimed Catherine, **do you 
mean the Mr. Osborne of that old story ? — have 
you seen him ?" 

" Yes, yes, it was him sure enough as came 
to me yesterday. What was I saying about 
John ? — John died. He didn't leave any chil- 
dren, and I lost sight of his widow. I lost sight 
of Sarah Ann, for her husband took her to a 
distant part of the country, and I heard nothing 
for years till I heard she was dead, and that her 
husband and son — they'd only one child — was 
gone to America. These troubles helped to 
break me up, and I broke up two years back. 
Then I was obliged to go into the poor house. 
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I was a poor lone woman, with nobody be<» 
longing to me to disgrace; but I felt the 
disgrace myself — it came very hard to me." 
Nurse Rae again bowed her head in her deep 
humility. 

" Human pride has always appeared to me 
to be stronger than human love/' said James 
Fraser. " Look at its working even here. Love 
may change; it may even be forgotten alto- 
gether ; but pride always clings. It is a sorry 
contemplation when we consider that one man's 
pride is nearly always ridiculous or imaccounta- 
ble to another." 

James Fraser did not address himself par- 
ticularly to any one. As he thus spoke he 
stood leaning his huge frame against the mantel- 
piece, his arms folded over his broad chest. 
Catherine's steady eye glanced from him to 
Nurse Rae, and back again. 

" Loye and pride always go together, when 
both are noble in the sight of Grod and man," 
she said. " They are never separated. We do not 
usually speak of a beloved object as being very 
dear to ourselves, so dear as to be necessary to om* 
very existence; we speak rather of the noble 
qualities, the high nature, the goodness, that has 
won our devotion. Annihilate the love, and the 
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pride is endied ; bring the love to shame, and 
the pride is mute. I speak only of that noblest 
pride which always springs out of love. The 
true language of lovp, as it is heard by the world, 
is always proud rather than fond. We are 
proud in ourselves because we wish to be worthy 
of those we love, whether the object loved be 
living or dead. You have not yet told us all, 
dearNurse.** 

"I was just coming to speak of my new 
trouble,** said Nurse Rae, who only dimly com- 
prehended what had been said. '' An old friend 
of mine is dying in one of the infirmary wards, 
and she said she should like me to be with her, 
and I offered to nurse her, and was allowed to 
go, because just now there is a deal of sickness, 
and the r c^gular nurses are overworked. Only 
yesterday a gentleman came, wanting to see this 
old friend of mine. I was told that he was a 
lawyer, and wanted to hear something that she 
could tell him. He sat a long time taking down 
in writing what she said. He was a middle- 
aged gentJeman, a fine^ooking, personable man, 
and he had a young gentleman with him. I 
saw him turn and look at me a many times, but 
I didn't recollect him at all. At last he asked 
me my name, and when I tcdd him, he jur^pc^ 
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out of his chair and said he must have a long 
talk with me. Then he asked if I hadn't been 
at the Temple many years ago — ^nearly twenty 
years ago ; — and if I didn'.t remember young 
Mr. Desborough. I said I remembered him 
sure enough ; I was with him when he died, 
and closed his eyes, and helped to streak him for 
his coffin. * Don't you remember Mr. Osborne?* 
he said ; and then sure enough I knew that he 
was Mr. Osborne, and told him so. Then he 
wanted to know all that had happened to me 
since, and I told him just what I've told you. I 
never saw a man so put about as he was. He 
said nothing that had happened ought to 
have happened ; and I should have gone to him 
in my first trouble. I told him I hadn't known 
him well enough for that, and then he said it 
was all his own fault, and he should never for- 
give himself. He said his own troubles had 
made him neglect me, but he'd never forget me, 
and he'd always intended to do something for 
me for his friend's sake. Such love as he had 
for that poor young gentleman, Mr. Desborough I 
He said he'd enquired about me after I was 
gone, but nobody could tell him where I was. 
* It's late in the day to oflfer you help now,' he 
said, * but I must help you ; you must let me 
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take you out of this place :* them words put me 
all in a heap : — this is my present trouble, Miss 
Catherine. As I said to him, I'm a lone woman 
in the world now ; jf I go out of the house I 
can only go amongst strangers; and I can't 
begin any new life in the world that I should 
have any heart in. My heart is mostly with 
them that's gone. I'm not strong enough to 
do much for myself or anybody else. Then, 
once in the workhouse, it's always in the work- 
house ; and I might as well die where I am. I 
didn't say all this to him at once : everything I 
said seemed to hurt him. I asked him about 
the dear young lady, Mr. Desborough's sister, 
and that seemed to hurt him too. * She's gone,* 
he said, * gone from me as everything has gone 
from you.' He told me not to speak of her ; 
so I suppose she's dead. Poor young creature 1 
when I looked at her sweet, pale face, I'd a 
sort of notion that she wasn't for this world. 
Well, as we talked together, I said I shouldn't 
like to do anything till I'd spoke to my truest 
friends, Miss Catherine and her father ; and he 
asked who Catherine was, and I told him 
all about you, and your being born on the very 
day that Mr. Desborough died. That seemed 
to move him strangely. I said what an angel 
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you'd been to me, as yowr mother was before 
you ; and anything you saw right for me to do, 
I should see right to do it. So he stud, * Pray 
go to Miss Catherine, and let me know what 
she says.' He told me, too, that if he took 
charge of me I should have nothing to do and 
be well attended to. I don't like to seem un- 
grateful ; but it's hard to be called upon to think 
for oneself when there's nobody belonging to one 
lefk to think for. It's only a trouble to me all 
through, Miss Catherine ; and I want you to 
tell me what I'd best do." 

" What do you say to the lore and the pride 
here ?" asked Catherine, turning to Mr, Eraser. 
" And this Mr. Osborne, whom I learned to 
love when I was quite a child, what do you say to 
him ? For my part, loving him now more than 
evOT, I begin to feel very proud for him indeed. 
I honour him for that steadfast faith that still 
Mttks him witii the dead ; for that reacfiness in 
him to acknowledge his omissions — ^and to 
atone for them. But, dear nurse, you are 
putting a rather hard task upon me : I scarcely 
know how to advise you, for in your circum- 
8ttanceB I bdieve I should feel just as you do. I 
can only say this — " 

** Osborne," said Rupert Lee, interrupting 



THE EXPERIENCE OF LIFE. 61 

her, " I wonder if this is Osborne the great bar- 
rister P He is an eccentric man, I uis^lerstand, 
and lives chiefly in the Temple. Does your Mr. 
Osborne live in the Temple, Mrs. Rae ?" 

" Yes, he does sir ; and in the very chambers 
that belonged to Mr. Desborough : so he told 
me himself." 

" Then it is the same. Why he is one of the 
wealthiest men in England ; — not merely because 
his practice is large, but because he was a great 
landed proprietor to begin with. He belongs to 
a good family, and has a place somewhere down 
in Yorkshire ; — Staunton Court, I think it is 
called. You know all about it, I dare say, Mrs* 
Rae?" 

" No I don't, sir," said Nurse Rae ; " I only 
know that he is called Mr. Osborne ; I never 
heard much about him, except that he was a very 
kind gentleman — when he was young, I mean." 
" Osborne — Staunton Court — Yorkshire,'* 
muttered James Fraser, putting his hand to his 
ponderous head ; — ** aU this sounds familiar to 
me. To be sure ; — I see it now. Yes ; this 
Mr. Osborne is a wealthy man. I never under- 
stood before that Osborne of Staunton Court 
and Osborne the barrister were the same. What 
was it you were about to say, Catherine ?" 
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** I was just about to say to nurse, that she 
has not yet so far done with the world, or the 
world with her, that it is quite out of her power 
to afford and to receive gratification. Consider 
this, Nurse Rae : if I, who love and respect you 
very much ; if my father, who has always cor- 
dially wished you well, could see you better 
situated than you are now, it would give us 
pleasure. I visit you where you are ; I do what 
little I can for you, which amounts to nothing ; 
and these visits always sadden me, and you also. 
Long ago, if we could have done it, we should 
have altered your situation ; and now, if you 
allow Mr. Osborne to do for you what he wishes 
to do, we shall feel that what we wished to do 
is accomplished. It would afford me great plea- 
sure to see you better attended to and cared for 
than you can be where you are. You see, T am 
somewhat selfish in my advice ; I wish you to 
please me if not yourself." 

" What pleases you will be sure to please me," 
said Nurse Rae. ** It is very good of you to say 
what you have said. I could never feel quite 
alone in the world so long as you lived, and your 
father. You've always had a way of making 
most things as pleasant at they could be ; and 
I'm obliged to you now for making this pleasant 
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to me that was only a trouble before I saw you. 
So I'll tell Mr. Osborne 111 accept his goodness 
thank^Iy; and now I think it's time I was 
gone. It'll be near six, Mr. Lee ?" 

" Just a quarter to," said he, looking at his 
watch, " It won't take more than a quarter of 
an hour to walk to St. Pancras. So now, nurse, 
get on your bonnet and cloak, and I'll walk 
with you. It won't be the first time that you 
and I have jogged through the streets together, 
old lady, eh ?" 

" Not by many a time, sir," said Nurse Rae, 
as Catherine was equipping her in her bonnet 
and cloak. " When you was quite a little boy 
you would see Nurse Rae home through frost 
and snow, and however late it might be. It's 
been a great stay to me, the kindness I've always 
met with in this house. I pray God's blessing 
to rest on it, as I'm sure it will." 

For some time after Nurse Rae and Mr. Lee 
had taken their departure, James Fraser retained 
his position, neither speaking nor moving, but 
occasionally looking down over his folded arms 
at Catherine, who had produced a work-basket 
and was busily sewing. It had not frequently 
happened to Catherine to be left alone with Mr. 
Fraser, and she was not in the habit of ad- 



64 THE EXPERIENCE OF LIFE. 

dressing him voluntarily. She did not per- 
sonally stand in any awe of him ; for the greatest 
of men are not very formidable to those who are 
in the habit of seeing them daily ; neither did 
she shrink from him because of his peculiar 
opinions against which she had been warned by 
her mother ; nor absolutely dislike him because 
of the influence over her father that had always 
been a sorrow to that mother, ^gularly 
strong in mind, and straightforward in charac- 
ter, she had already — brought into contact with 
them of necessity in her father's house — ^with- 
stood the shock of many daring opinions on 
matters of vital import, while quietly receiving 
and cherishing in her own heart and spirit the 
principles and beliefs that gave her, girl as she 
was, an individuality apart from that of others. 
Jn this school she had learned to become 
thoughtful, earnest, liberal, hopeful. Never 
dreaming of attempting to reform what appeared 
wrong to her; never visiting the wrong upon 
any individual head, but watching its rank and 
rapid growths with sorrowing eyes, and pitying 
those who became entangled by them; always 
trusting that God in His own time would make 
all things right ; always striving to keep right 
in herself, Catherine stood apart from others, 
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isolated yet strong, because her sympathies were 
strong for all around her. Respecting James 
Fraser as her father's almost life-long friend; 
respecting him as a man of undoubted talent 
and great learning ; she had yet never been able 
to put much heart into her liking for him, and 
the respect she felt was not of a profound kind. 
His own usual manner with women and children 
was not attractive, not gracious — ^when he did 
not overlook them altogether, he too evidently 
condescended to them. It was a mistake in 
him to condescend to Catherine, because there 
was nothing in him that had any genuine power 
over her; and in such cases condescension 
always borders on the ridiculous. James Fraser, 
with many others, might be pardoned for over- 
looking and underrating Catherine, who heard 
much, and herself seldom spoke. On this oc- 
casion, while looking down upon her in an idle 
mood, it occurred to him for the first time that 
she was becoming womanly in look and manner 
as well as in years. In speech too ; for she had 
never before said so much in his presence as she 
had said during the last hour. For the first 
time, too, he discovered that she was really 
beautiful. Her gracefid and stately bearing be- 
gan to impress him as one manifestation of 
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human power. Even her habitual silence, after 
learning that she could speak, inclined him to 
think favourably of her. The result of his 
meditations of this kind was, that he muttered 
to himself — " I dare say Catherine is not a fool.'* 
Presently he addressed her. 

** You seem to be in a particularly thoughtful 
mood to-night, Catherine," he said. " There is 
even an expression of pain on your face. Some- 
thing that Nurse Rae said has impressed you to 
the extent of making you sad." 

" It did strike me as something sorrowful, and 
not very encouraging," she said, " that nurse 
should magnify as she did — as she always does, 
the little kindness she has received in this house. 
There is, to me, something degrading in the 
idea — I should say in the reality of a fellow- 
mortal attaching so much importance to a little 
human sympathy received by the way. It is 
particularly sad in the case of a person so old 
as Nurse Rae." 

"You object then, to excess of gratitude. 
If you live many years longer, your ideas on 
that subject may change. The world is filled 
with complaints of an opposite kind." 

" I am quite aware of that. I object to the 
excess of gratitude as something too abject; 
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entire want of it is an error the other way. 
Both seem to prove that the kindness so ac- 
knowledged is a singularity, and is to be dealt 
with only as such by each in his peculiar 
way. If acts of kindness, if assurances of 
Bympathy, were more common amongst in- 
dividuals and between classes; if the right to 
expect and receive help was more universally 
recognised, benefits received would have a 
chance of being universally acknowledged in 
a natural and pleasant way. As matters stand 
now, pride is always wounded and roused, 
or humility is enforced. I cannot help shrinking 
from both alike. We are most of us more 
ready to give help than to ask it. There is 
something degrading attached to the idea. 
Even in cases where only sympathy is needed, 
it is best to keep the trouble to oneself. Those 
who crave for sympathy are accounted weak, as 
those who crave for help of another kind are 
accounted beggars." 

"And you would remedy all this if you 
could," said James Fraser, looking down upon 
her with his sad, pitying smile. *' You would 
become a female reformer ; you would attempt 
to do for humanity what the gods themselves 
cannot or will not do?" 

f2 
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" The gods ?'* said Catherine, looking up in 
his face. " Well, even your heathen gods taught 
mankind the great truth, that they must help 
themselves and one another, if they expected to 
tiirive. Immediate divine help in the every- 
day matters that God has left in nnen's hands, 
first making those hands capable of the work, is 
not to be expected. How many amongst us 
accuse God's providence, when we should rather 
accuse ourselves, or those on whom we had a 
right to depend, and who have failed us at our 
need !" 

" You think, then, CSatherine, that God leaves 
us to ourselves, and that we perform our own 
Work badly ?" 

"No; God never leaves us to ourselves; 
when we do what we know to be wrong, we are 
immediately made conscious of his presence. 
We perform our own work badly enough; 
chiefly, perhaps, because we are apt to forget 
that we shall finally be called upon to give an 
account of our doings." 

"Well, I suppose it is a fact that every 
woman has her own notions respecting these 
matters," said James Fraser, still pityingly. " I 
think it would be better not to trouble yourself 
with speculations of this kind, Catherine : they 
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never amount to anything in the end. How-^ 
ever, what yoa have said, shows goodness of 
heart. You will, doubtless, always be generous, 
and therefore you will always be imposed upon. 
Poor child 1 poor child 1" 

Catherine was vexed with herself for having 
spoken as she had done. What folly it was in 
faer to afford these glimpses of her inner life 
and belief to James Fraser, who, in return, could 
only annoy her with his compassion, or over* 
whelm her with his ridicule ! Thus upbraiding 
herself, she bent more sedulously over her work. 
Presently James Fraser again addressed her. 

" With your peculiar notions," he said, " it is 
no wonder that, ever since your childhood, you 
have been haunted by reminiscences of this Mr. 
Osborne. You heard, to begin with, that he 
was generously attached to his friend: now, 
cherishing that friend's memory, he is inclined 
to be gjenerous to a comparative stranger for his 
sake. As is the wont with all women, you 
bring your hero to the throne of your imagina- 
tion, and, as a preliminary matter, invest him 
with shining garments, instead of summoning 
him to the bar of your judgment, and there 
stripping him of such pretentious array as he 
may already have assumed for himself. In a 
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mere money point of view, Mr. Osborne's 
liberality amounts to Jittle. He is worth 
thousands; if he has no miserly propensities, 
his money must be a burden to him, for he is 
frugal and simple in his habits, and spends next 
to nothing upon himself." 

"Do you then really object to one human 
being admiring and approving in another what 
seems to be good and great ?" said Catherine, 
looking up in surprise. " When I first heard 
of Mr. Osborne's kindness to his friend, I did 
not learn that he was rich. Nurse Rae was not 
acquainted with that#fact when she spoke just 
now. He had not paraded his riches before 
her eyes ; he had not told her that, being rich, 
he had already more claims upon him than he 
could well attend to. I honour him the more 
for all that you tell me." 

** You are inclined to be pertinacious, I see," 
said James Fraser. " Take a few more onward 
steps and you will be falling in love with this 
Mr. Osborne. Through the medium of Nurse 
Rae you may yourself be brought into personal 
contact with him. Now, I must solemnly warn 
you against entertaining any idea that you can 
over be anything more to him than the merest 
stranger. The more of a stranger the better." 
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Catherine was a little astonished, a little 
shocked, a little amused. She laughed, how- 
ever. It was not a legitimate laugh ; it might 
have come under the category of laughs that 
are said to be on the wrong side of the mouth. 
There was to her something even painfully 
absurd in the idea of the grave, stern James 
Fraser thus admonishing her on the consequences 
of this very remotely-possible love affair. The 
feeling that was upon her would have left a 
weaker nature undecided whether to laugh or 
cry. Catherine laughed at once ; but the next 
minute she was very grave. 

"If I ever am brought into personal contact 
with Mr. Osborne," she said, " I will remember 
your warning. At present, allow me to feel 
that I am very safe." 

" Catherine," said Mr. Eraser, very solemnly, 
" I was bom long before your father ; your 
father w^ born long before you saw the light. 
Together we had learned something of this hard 
world when you were yet a baby, lying in your 
mother's arms. Even before that time, before 
you were bom, we two together became ac- 
quainted with the circumstances that now, com- 
ing back upon me with their full force, induce 
me to warn you against seeking to form a too 
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close intimacy with Mr. Osborne. You must 
understand that I have never heard anything 
detracting from Mr, Osborne's dignity as a true 
man ; on the contrary, I myself honour him as 
a man greatly. I know him personally as Os- 
borne the barrister; as Osborne of Staunton 
Court I knew him by report before you were 
bom. I only learned to-night that the two were 
identical ; and I acknowledge that I now honour 
him more than ever. Still he is only a man ; 
he is a proud, prejudiced man ; and I would 
rather not be brought into too close contact with 
his pride or his prejudice. I would rather that 
those I love were not brought into close contact 
with either. When your father comes to know 
who this Mr. Osborne is who is interesting 
himself about Nurse Rae, he will feel as I do 
respecting yourself, if you say to him what you 
have said to me. Make light of the matter if 
you love him ; do not question him on anything 
that I have said, because such questioning can 
only be painful to him, and he will not be inclined 
to afford you any information. I appeal to your 
pride; — I know that you are proud, because 
you affect humility. If this Mr. Osborne be- 
comes acquainted with you, and learns who you 
are, he wiU treat you with contempt. He will 
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do this, never having heard your father's or 
mother's name, or having been brought into 
pownal contact with either of them ; and be- 
cause of prejudices that I for one do not blame 
in him, and would rather, as I said, have nothing 
to do with. You are not deficient in a certain 
kind of strength, and I shall expect to see you 
exercise it. Keep aloof from this great, strong, 
stem, rough man, whose utterances of whatever 
kind are powerful, and who is accustomed to 
sweep out of his path whatever is obnoxious to 
him, with a force that is not to be withstood." 

Rupert Lee returned before Catherine could 
make any reply, if she had intended to make 
any reply, to this extraordinary speech. When 
the two gentlemen had taken leave, she sat 
down to think. Her pride had certainly been 
roused, and much indignant surprise, that if it 
had found a voice at the moment, would have 
been vented in some such way as this : 

" What right have you, Sir, to sit in judgment 
on Mr. Osborne, and report of him in a way so 
offensive to myself?" 

Her own aggrieved feelings inclined her to 
rank herself at once on the side of Mr. Osborne, 
who had most probably met with injustice at the 
hands of his acquaintance. All the facts re* 



74 THE EXPERIENXE OF LIFE. 

specting Mr. Osborne that had come to her 
knowledge were in his favour ; her admiration 
of him had been almost life-long ; and it was 
not in the power of a man, so comparatively 
indifferent to her as Mr. Fraser, to turn the tide 
by the power of his bare word. This was one 
of the truths respecting human nature that such 
a man as Mr. Fraser was likely to overlook. 
Catherine could only understand, from what he 
had said, that Mr. Osborne, being a proud man, 
a man of high birth, would not descend to her 
as an equal, if he chanced to meet her through 
the instrumentality of Nurse Rae. Catherine 
had never dreamed of becoming personally known 
to him by any means ; and even supposing such 
personal contact likely to happen, all that James 
Fraser had said came ungraciously from him to 
her, considering that, while he thus warned her- 
self, he acknowledged that he was personally 
acquainted with him, and had found him worthy 
of all regard. All else that Mr. Fraser had 
said respecting him was attractive to her. This 
great, strong, stern, rough man, proud as a 
matter of course, and hiding in his rugged 
breast depths of almost womanly tenderness, 
was the very man to take her whole soul cap- 
tive. James Fraser committed a mistake if he 
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supposed that he could lessen even Catherine's 
old interest in Mr. Osborne. So Catherine went 
to bed and dreamed of Mr. Osborne; and 
thought of him the first thing when she awoke ; 
and never allowed that new and vivid image of 
him to pass out of her mind again. 
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CHAPTER III. 

Charles Moore's old acquaintance, the ma- 
naging clerk in the City, who had died more 
than ten years before the present date of our 
story, supplied to the former, during his lifetime, 
much information respecting Mr. John Rycroft 
and his doings, that occasioned our still-poetical, 
and sensitive, and romantically-honourable friend, 
to shrink more than ever from the thought of 
acknowledging his relationship to the ostensible 
master of Staunton Court. From this source 
he learned that personal hatred of John Rycroft, 
and detestation of his character altogether, and 
loathing of the vile means by which he had 
raised himself in his former master's favour ; 
more than anything else, rendered young Mr. 
Osborne an exUe from his tenantry, and pre- 
vented his ever seeking an interview with his 
sister. All this was kept by Charles Moore to 
himself; he did not communicate it even to 
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James Fraser; and his daughter, Catherine, 
grew up without having ever heard the name of 
John Rycroft. Charles Moore almost felt it to 
be a relief when his communicative City friend 
died. Thenceforward he heard no more of John 
Rycroft, 

Some few of the facts respecting the Osborne 
family that were immediately made known to the 
world, reached the ears of James Fraser ; but he 
was no gossip himself, neither did he mix with 
gossipping company; and his ponderous head 
was not fitted for the retention of small facts. 
Therefore, it had really never occurred to him 
that Osborne the barrister, whom he had fre* 
quently met at the chambers of a mutual friend 
in the Temple, was identical with the Mr. Os- 
borne who might have been styled John Rycroft's 
master, if he had not voluntarily resigned such 
mastership as had originally remained in his 
hands. When the truth broke upon him all at 
once, he remembered much that made him con- 
sider it more than expedient that any relative of 
John Rycroft's should keep out of his way. There- 
fore, in the best manner he could think of, he 
had warned Catherine ; and Catherine, as we 
have shown, besides resenting what he said, 
thought more of Mr. Osborne than ever. 
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That individual himself, a great man of his 
own making now, was seated alone in his 
apartment in the Temple about a month after 
Nurse Rae's visit to Burton Crescent. It was a 
bright September day, the sun shining as it had 
done on the day of Avice Desborough's visit to 
that very room, nineteen years before. And the 
sun was shining on the whole of Phillip's old 
furniture. Nothing had been changed ; nothing 
taken away or moved out of its accustomed 
place ; nothing added ; nothing renovated. The 
old ricketty furniture that Lady Otley had 
averred she saw Miss De Burgh select out of 
some lumber-room at Hampton Court, did not 
look much, if any, the worse for that additional 
nineteen years' wear. Change was visible in the 
present master of the room, and yet not much 
even in him. Looking his years, or more, as he 
had always done, he was still a fine-looking man, 
in the summer of life; his frame was more 
athletic and powerful ; his black eyes more full 
of fire; and his strongly-marked features and 
swarthy complexion became his prime better 
than they had become his youth. On this occa- 
sion he was seated before Phillip's desk, im- 
patiently tossing over several letters in search of 
a missing letter. Opening one received that 
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morning, he glanced at the date — Septomhcr the 
thirteenth. It was evidently suggestive of some- 
thing foreign to his present purpose, for he sus- 
pended his search for the missing letter, and 
suffered his eyes to wander round the room till 
they finally rested upon an easy chair that stood 
on the side of the fireplace opposite the door. 
He had just been reminded that a certain anni- 
versary would occur three days hence. Falling 
into a reverie as he gazed on that easy chair, 
imagination vividly brought back a well remem- 
bered scene. He saw Phillip lying there ; his 
head thrown back ; his handsome face flushed ; 
his eyes glittering with unwonted light, yet still 
retaining their old familiar look. He saw the 
young girl, Phillip's sister, as he saw her first, 
and as she had always haunted his memory ; — 
the slender figure ; the fair, pale face, with 
its clustering curls of dark hair ; the eyes lifted 
to his with a wistful, almost beseeching look ; 
the busy little hands. During this day-dream, 
the fire that sometimes literally blazed in his 
eyes became subdued ; the expression of the 
eyes softened, until there streamed from them 
one full revelation of tenderness, so deep and 
entire as to be impassioned. In that gaze 
might have been discovered some of the hidden 
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capacities of the great, warm, earnest heart 
beneath. Rousing himself at length with a 
start, murmming to himself, " This will not 
do,'' he turned to the desk again, and again 
searched amongst his papers. One letter caught 
his eye, and he took it up, although he knew it 
was not the one he wanted. It was dated three 
weeks back, and had been sent by one of the 
officials of St. Pancras Workhouse. It con- 
tained the information that Nurse Rae was dead. 
She had been ripe for death ; but perhaps her 
heart had given way suddenly in its ineffectual 
struggle to take hold of a new earthly life. 
Looking at this letter for an instant, and then 
tossing it away; muttering to himself, "How 
much more for which there is no remedy ?" he 
resumed his search for the missing letter, which 
he finally found in a coat-pocket. The letter 
had been opened and read, and he now sat down 
to read it a second — perhaps a third or foiirth 
time. 

Since we last introduced him to the reader, 
Walter Osborne had entered earnestly into the 
battle of life. Any man equally proud and sen- 
sitive, but less powerfully organized, would have 
shrank from doing what he had done. Such 
pride as his, and so roused, could only express 
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itself energetically, and in a defiant way. He 
had been in danger of sinking altogether under 
a sense of degradation ; but if he had so sunk it 
would have been at once, and not by slow 
d^ees. As he did not sink down and die, he 
rose up and lived. He dealt mercilessly with 
the sensitiveness that stood in his way ; punish- 
ing it as Cranmer punished his 'most unworthy 
hand ; for he, no less than Cranmer, was brought 
to the stake. What might not be consumed 
in his case, was brought under the subjection of 
an indomitable will. Thus determined to live, 
the consciousness of great power in him was too 
rampant to admit of his living idly. His 
mental and physical powers were nicely balanced, 
and both being great, he naturally turned to a 
pursuit that would afford scope for the develop- 
ment and manifestation of both. It was not, 
as the feeble coteries in Brook Street declared, a 
mere romantic impulse that led him to adopt the 
profession of his departed friend, and install him- 
self in that friend's vacated chambers. The 
study of the Law suited his strong intellect ; and 
as a barrister he would be afforded opportunities 
of exercising the oratorical power which he pos- 
sessed, and which no man could possess uncon- 
sciously. All the circumstances of his history 
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and mode of life enabled him to give himself up 
wholly to the pursuit he had chosen. No man 
in a greater degree possessed the power of 
putting away from him those he did not choose 
to associate with ; and before long, Lady Odey, 
and her feeble son, and the sleek Dean, and the 
accommodating Earl, kept the distance that, as 
a last resource, they began to call becoming in 
themselves. Thus unshackled and strong in 
himself, Walter Osborne made his own way 
until he became famous. Fame brought money ; 
and he now possessed more wealth of his own 
making than he knew what to do with. He 
had kept his word with his father, whether or 
not that was a magnanimous thing to do. He 
had never touched the Osborne property; he 
had never interfered with Mr. Rycroft's doings 
of any kind. What had become of all the- 
accumulations of all those years ? He neither 
knew nor cared ; it was enough for him to know 
that time itself had not been able to blot out the 
great disgrace that still hung over him and his. 
The only communication he had ever had 
with Staunton Court since he last quitted it was 
by means of the yearly letter sent to his sister, 
inquiring respecting her health and comfort. 
Tp these letters Miss Osborne always replied 
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promptly, assuring her brother that she was 
quite well and happy, and especially grateful to 
him for having placed at her disposal the means 
of enabling her to gratify her tastes in the soli- 
tude in which she lived, and of being charitable 
to those who needed her help. These periodical 
letters, always meagre, barren, having the same 
look on the surface and nothing under it, might 
be all that Walter Osborne had any reason to 
expect from the sister who had never received 
more than the most ordinary education, and 
who had never been allowed the opportunity of 
forming any attachment to himself; but there 
was a miserable likeness in one to another, in 
the skeleton frame-work, never by any chance 
attempted to be filled up, that showed plainly 
enough there was no heart in them. One was 
the echo or copy of another. Were they written 
from memory or from dictation ? It was true 
that his own letters were equally meagre ; but 
this sister — this disgraced woman, with her 
wounded heart, and life altogether lost even in 
its spring — was it natural that not one stray 
sentence or word should ever escape her, indi- 
cative of the possible peace within her, or the 
possible war ? Was she really so feeble in cha- 
racter — she, one of a race noted for strength of 
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character — as to be capable of nothing better 
than this ? After nineteen years of bitter tribu- 
lation, Walter Osborne speculated in this way 
about his sister, and wearied himself with specu- 
lating, and then gave the matter up. 

At length, and for the first time, he was called 
upon to arrest the now strong arm of John 
Rycroft. He received a letter (it was the letter 
we left him reading) from a certain Mr. Liddell, 
a small landed proprietor in the neighbourhood 
of Staunton Court, who, finding himself in Mr. 
Rycroft's grasp, had ineffectually struggled to 
get out of it, and who, as a last resource, applied 
to head quarters. His father had been an asso- 
ciate of the elder Mr. Osborne's in his most 
riotous time, and weaker than even he was in 
the weakest of ways, he made a complete wreck 
of his small estate, which he found it expedient 
to mortgage. Mr. Osborne was the mortgagee. 
The latter was quite capable of thus absorbing 
the whole substance of his ordinary companions, 
and glorying in the absorption like the veritable 
ogre he was. This elder Mr. Liddell survived 
Mr. Osborne many years, and contrived to pay 
the mortgage interest, as his son did after him. 
But the son did not thrive : he could not meet 
bis engagements -, and amongst the rest, he 
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could not satisfy Mr. Rycroft, who had chief 
hold on him. He prayed for time, and Mr. 
Rycroft would not give him the benefit of time ; 
and, as a last resource, George Liddell addressed 
himself to Walter Osborne, 

Mr. Osborne recognised the analogy between 
this case and his own. Here was a son brought 
to extremity by the excesses of his father — not 
hopelessly so in the latter's case, because of that 
lamentable but powerful sympathy to which he 
appealed. Determining at once what he should 
do with respect to the main object of the latter, 
Mr. Osborne yet lingered over its minor details, 
that not unintentionally, and not openly, and, 
therefore, very artfully, brought under his notice 
some of the doings at Staunton Court. Great 
state and show was kept up there after the 
Rycroft fashion ; but no amount of state or show 
could ever make the Rycrofts popular to the 
extent of putting out of mind the legitimate 
proprietors of the place and soil. There was, 
besides, an impropriety revolting to humanity in 
the fact of all this gaiety and display selecting 
for its theatre a spot already occupied by a 
mysterious horror ; a gaunt and abiding shadow, 
that was mighty to repel and dim all this tinsel 
and too pretentious substance. 
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Thus much and more was conveyed in a few 
sentences of the letter Mr. Osborne now held in 
his hands. And he could not doubt the integrity 
of the writer; because the latter avowed an 
attachment to Mr. Rycroft's daughter, an attach- 
ment that was reciprocated by her, but disap- 
proved of by her parents, who looked higher 
than they would have done if they had continued 
to occupy their true place. The letter altogether 
was at once an apf)eal and an accusation. If 
Mr. Osborne had not deserted his post, it need 
not have been written. Mr. Osborne excused 
the writer on the score of what he might not 
comprehend. He determined to help him to 
the utmost. George Liddell should not suffer 
by the past, so far as he could remedy it, if he 
did not eventually marry John Rycroft's daugh- 
ter. With the latter event Mr. Osborne had 
nothing to do; and he would certainly have 
respected his correspondent more, if through any 
other means he could as well have estaldished 
his veracity. 

Mr. Osborne had put the letter down, and 
was writing away at a rapid rate, when the door 
of his room was gently opened by a little old 
man, who entered, closing the door after him. in 
the same gentle way. EkXcept that he was very 



THE EXPERIENCE OP LIFE. 87 

old and little, and had evidently shrunk a good 
deal since the time when his very shabby clothes 
were new^ supposing them to have been origi- 
nally made for him, there was nothing remarkable 
about him. He took his hat ofF after entering 
%h& room, certainly not out of deference to Mr. 
Osborne, of whom he took no notice whatever. 
Drawing au old-fashioned mahogany stand, 
shaped at the top like a tea-board, close to the 
easy-chair, he next approached a cupboard on 
one side of the fire-place, and drew thence a 
decanter, half filled with sherry, a wine-glass, 
and a plate of biscuits. These he placed upon 
the stand, and then seated himself in the easy 
chair. His next movement was to spread a 
cotton handkerchief over his knees. He was 
evidently careful of his shabby clothes. Then 
he poured out a glass of sherry, drank half of it 
at a gulp, and without turning his head towards 
Mr. Osborne, observed, 

" Nothing has been heard, I suppose ?'' 
" Nothing," was Mr. Osborne's brief rejoinder- 
How did Mr, Osborne know who was in the 
room ? His back was to the door ; he had not 
ouce lifted his head, or ceased to write rapidly ; 
seated where he was, and absorbed as he was, it 
was impossible for him to have obtained a glimpse 
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of the little old man up to this time. He seemed 
to be instinctively aware of his presence, or he 
might be familiar with his stealthy tread and 
manner of making himself at home. At all 
events, the two continued to busy themselves in 
their own way, quite irrespective of one another. 
Mr. Osborne wrote on rapidly, and the little old 
man helped himself to the sherry, and com- 
menced munching a biscuit. The latter did 
everything in a leisurely, independent sort of 
way ; he indulged all his peculiarities like one 
who felt himself free to do as he liked where he 
was* When he had finished the biscuit, he col- 
lected together the crumbs that had fallen on 
bis cotton handkerchief and conveyed them to 
his mouth. Then he rested awhile ; and pre- 
sently he rose up and replaced the decanter, the 
wine glass, and the plate of biscuits in the cup- 
board. He moved the stand back to its accus- 
tomed comer, and then placed his hat upon his 
head ; and then took a glance all round him as if 
to assure himself that he did not leave any visi- 
ble traces of his presence behind. He glanced 
at everything except Mr. Osborne, who did not 
once glance at him. Then he approached the 
door, opened it, passed out, and closed it gently 
behind him. 
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All this time Mr. Osborne had continued to 
write rapidly. He had finished two or three 
letters and commenced writing another, when he 
heard a knock at his door which roused him 
thoroughly. Was he, like Catherine Moore, 
learned in knocks? or were his instincts so 
strong that he was usually aware what manner 
of person was about to approach him ? Cer- 
tainly this knock had produced a disagreeable 
effect ; for as he started up, he knitted his dark 
brows, and clenched his teeth ; and instead of 
calling to the visitor to come in, he approached 
the door in a sort of impatience, and opened it. 
The open door admitted Mr. Rycroft. 

It was the first time, during nineteen years, 
that the two had met. Mr. Rycroft, now sixty 
years of age, looked as portly, and sleek, and 
comforta])le as prosperity, and perhaps an easy 
conscience, could well make a man look. His 
manner was very abject and humble just now ; 
but the manner sat uneasily upon him ; he was 
evidently not used to it. He held his hat in 
both hands, and bowed his head over it very low. 

" Well, sir," said Mr. Osborne, sternly, after 
shutting the door, " what has occurred to make 
this visit necessary ? Do you bring any news of 
my sister ?" 
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"Only that she is quite well, sir, and very 
happy, and very grateful to you, sir, for the 
means — " 

He seemed to be about to repeat, word for word, 
one of Miss Osborne's periodical letters, and, in 
a great horror, Mr. Osborne stopped him. 

" It is nothing about her, then : what is it ?'* 

Mr. Rycroft was possessed of great native 
eflFrontery : he had got over the shock of the 
first meeting, and already he was beginning to 
feel more confidence in himself. 

" I thought it best, sir," he said, " to answw 
for myself personally in a matter that I know 
has been brought under your observation. You 
will understand, sir, that I allude to the case of 
George Liddell. George Liddell is the only man 
that has ever come forward to tax me with hard 
dealing : and George Liddell's character — '* 

" I have nothing to do with his character," 
said Mr. Osborne, sharply. " If his character is 
none of the best, he has the excuse of having 
had bad example placed before his eyes. I know 
what his father was in former years. A dissi- 
pated man, whose worst propensities were en- 
couraged, whose weaknesses were played upon 
by others to the entire ruin of his character and 
estate. His son inherited the shame and the 
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ruin. You have a personal reason, Mr. Rycroft, 
for meditating further wrong against this gen* 

Mr. Oshome enaphasized the word " gentle- 
man/' which Mr. Rycroft observed, and reddened* 
At Staunton Court, during many years past, he 
had been in the habit of considering himself a 
gentleman. In the presence of Walter Osborne, 
be was required to put off that character if he 
had ever entirely put it on. He pocketed the 
affront like the tinae-server he was, and replied 
meekly : " In striving to discharge well the great 
trust that you left in my hands now nearly nine- 
teen years ago, I have had to encounter much 
animadversion and ill will ; but no man of cha- 
racter has ever yet come forward to say I did 
him or any one wrong. In this case of Mr. 
liddell, I overlooked a good deal before coming 
to extremity with him. He is not in a position 
to pay what is owing, and he never will be. He 
has not the capital necessary to work with ; and 
besides, he is an idle, spiritless man. In other 
hands Limewood would be a fine property. You 
object to my speaking of Mr. Liddell's character, 
sir, (he had dropped the familiar " George 
Liddell,") but I must be allowed to say that he 
has been very ungrateful to me. Directly I 
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made known my intention to him he threatened 
to write to you. I knew that you would not 
like to be troubled with such matters. If I 
have had the ordering of everything in my own 
hands all these years, it has been in obedience to 
your own wish, sir.'' 

" True, true," said Mr. Osborne. 

" And as Mr. Liddell had written to you and 
said what he liked," continued Mr. Rycroft, 
greatly encouraged by this concession, " I thought 
you would in justice allow me to speak in my 
own defence. In the neighbourhood where we 
both live, Mr. Liddell's character and mine stand 
upon a very different footing. I can assure 
you, sir, that nobody there takes his part." 

" Oh, I dare say not ; I can understand all 
that very well," said Mr. Osborne, carelessly. 

" Then you will see, sir, that he is malevolently 
inclined, as broken-down men generally are," 
continued Mr. Rycroft, feeling still more en- 
' couraged to speak all his mind. " He threatens 
me that he will write to you, with the intention 
of blackening my character as much as he can. 
I know he is a thorough scamp, sir, and a dis- 
grace to our neighbourhood. If you will allow 
me to tell you all — " 

" Stop a minute," said Mr. Osborne, inter- 
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rupting him. "In the first place, he acts 
openly by telling you that he should write to 
me. He has written to me ; and while com- 
plaining of some hard dealing, he does not give 
you any hard names. According to his account, 
he has only failed once in his payments ; and he 
speaks hopefully of being able to meet his en- 
gagements in the future. All he asks from you 
or me is a little time. Cannot you allow him 
this time ? It seems a small matter to concede 
to an evidently struggling man." 

Mr. Osborne seemed to be so far indifferent 
as to be capable of being swayed, and Mr, 
Rycroft determined to put forth all his powers 
in order to sway him. Nothing short of his 
deadly hatred of George Liddell, who had never 
bowed down to him as others did ; who had 
aspired to an alliance with him, poor as he was, 
who had always borne himself with an offensive 
independence, if not with some airs of superiority, 
in his presence, could have induced John Rycroft 
to come to London, with the intention of seeking 
an interview with Mr. Osborne. After exercising 
so much undisputed authority during so many 
years, it was a coming down to have to appeal 
to Mr. Osborne on any matter ; and it was not 
in John Rycroft's nature to forgive the man 



94 THE EXPERIENCE OP LIFE. 

who had brought him to this ; even if there had 
been nothing ^Ise to forgive. Indeed, the whole 
matter assumed a more formidable aspect than 
this. If Mr. Osborne chose to interfere in 
this case, so far as to set aside Mr. Rycroft's 
judgment, he never having interfered with Mr. 
Rycroft's doings before, a great and hardly re- 
coverable blow would be struck at the power 
hitherto firmly held in the Jatter's grasp. It 
was not only the reminding others of the great 
looming fact that Mr. Rycroft stood secondary 
in his place, and not first ; the principal thing 
to dread was, that Mr. Osborne, once roused 
out of his apathy, once brought to interfere at 
all, might go on interfering, might recognise 
such interference as a duty ; and so gradually 
assume all his hitherto abandoned rights ; and 
leave John Rycroft to find his own level. With 
all this before his eyes, John Rycroft had come 
forth to battle for himself. He battled after his 
own fashion, and with an inadequate knowledge 
and conception of the nature and the power to 
which he appealed. 

" I know that Mr. Liddell has only failed in 
paying the interest money once," he, said, "but 
I know that he must go on in the same way. 
It is a losing concern with him, sir, and he must 
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come to nothing — absoIuU^Iy nothing. Then, 
in two years the principal becomes due. It is 
absurd to think of him paying the principal. It 
would really be benefiting him to get him out 
of the concern. He is only a disgraced man 
where he is, and he will never thrive where 
he is." 

" I am sorry to hear it/' said Mr. Osborne. 
" The Lidddls are an old family ; only secondary, 
I believe, in that respect to the Osbornes in 
their own neighbourhood. Mr. Liddell, the 
father of this young man, was very dissipated, 
you say ?" 

Mr. Rycroft had not said so ; but he very 
eagerly corroborated the fact. The elder Mr. 
Liddell had been very dissipated indeed ^ so 
much so that reputable people had refused to 
associate with him. 

" So that he was left wholly to the society of 
disreputable people," said Mr. Osborne, quietly, 
" I remember that when I was a boy he was in 
the habit of frequenting Staunton Court. My 
father was not one of the reputable people who 
refused to associate with him." 

Mr. Rycroft scarcely knew how to take this. 
There was no denying the fact, so he acknow- 
ledged it. 
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*' And this Mr. George Liddell was then not 
born," continued Mr. Osborne. " Let us be 
charitable; we will not charge him with his 
father's faults. I have kept you standing — al- 
low me to offer you a chair. Mr. Rycroft, I 
confess," continued Mr. Osborne, walking to his 
desk and seating himself before it, " that I have 
entered into this matter with some interest. I 
can readily sympathise with this young man, 
the last scion of an old race, who is cleaving to 
his ancient patrimony to the last as with a death- 
grasp. You, Mr. Rycroft, may not be able to 
enter into this feeling. But you are an old 
man now ; you must be aware that the young 
have frequently a struggle to encounter. Every 
period of life has its privileges that are available 
for much usefulness. You possess much power 
in addition to natural advantages ; and here, it 
seems to me, a glorious opportunity is offered 
you for exercising that power. At the best it 
is a sorry spirit that gives the young up as irre- 
claimable. I cannot help thinking that you 
with your established character and position, 
and with the great means at your disposal, might 
readily do everything that is needed in order to 
elevate this young man, and make him a more 
reputable member of society than his father was 
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before him. You see how I am inclined ; and I 
must say that I would rather not interfere if I 
can leave him in your hands with safety." 

" You must consider, sir," said Mr. Rycroft, 
** that I have had opportunities of studying this 
young man, who comes to you expecting to be 
estimated according to his own estimate of him- 
self. I know him thoroughly, and I have no 
hope of him. He is a nuisance to the whole 
community where he is now." 

'^ I am, as you must be aware, in the habit of 
sifting evidence," said Mr. Osborne. '*What do you 
say to Mr. Trevor, who is your near neighbour ? 
How is his character estimated by you or others ?" 

" Mr. Trevor is a very respectable man," said 
Mr. Rycroft. " He is odd, and has very ob- 
stinate opinions of his own; but he is quite 
respectable." 

"You never heard any one say anything 
against him as a man of high moral character ?" 

" No, I cannot say that I ever did." 

" I received & letter from Mr. Liddell, as you 
seem to know already," continued Mr. Osborne. 
" I have not yet replied to it : I was about to 
do so when you came in. I wrote to Mr. 
Trevor some days ago, making inquiries re- 
specting Mr. Liddell, and Mr. Trevor's answer 
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to those inquiries is before me now. He has 
known Mr. Liddell from his childhood; he 
always allowed him to associate freely with his 
own children. He entertains a high opinion of 
Mr. LiddelFs character as being manly and 
noble. He expresses it to be his opinion that 
if Mr. Liddell is allowed time he will retrieve 
his aflFairs by dint of his perseverance and in- 
dustry, which have been rendered necessary by 
the improvidence of his predecessors. Mr. 
Trevor sympathises with this^ struggle in a 
young man. I can sympathise with it. I 
should have been glad to find that you could 
sympathise with it. As you cannot do that; 
as, in fact, you can do nothing, you must con- 
sent to be put aside altogether. I take this 
matter into my own hands. And remember, 
sir, that no act of oppression must be per- 
petrated by you in my name. I have nothing 
further to say to you now, and you must not 
let me hear more from you. Good day." 

The dismissal was so peremptory that Mr. 
Rycroft could not withstand it. He shuffled 
for awhile, sitting there with his hat in his 
hands; but he wisely considered that having 
lost a little, it was as well not to run the risk of 
losing more. So he gathered himself up, and 
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walked to the door, and let himself out. Once 
outside, a great war took place in his small 
nature. He had been thwarted who was not 
accustomed to be thwarted ; he had been com- 
manded who was used to have his every will 
obeyed; he had been shorn of his dignity to 
whom such dignity as he possessed was more 
tiian life. He had put himself greatly out of 
the way to no purpose ; he had been compelled 
to humble himself before Mr. Osborne, whom 
he despised. It was a necessity to him that 
he should indemnify himself in some way for 
all this. If a cat or a dog had come in his 
way he would have kicked it; if he had 
hired a cab he would have accused the cabman 
of insolence. For want of better opportunity 
he merely paraded a little of his own some- 
times intolerable insolence before one of the 
waiters at Fenton's Hotel, and roused the man's 
temper, and complained of him to his master, 
who assured him that the offender shoiild be 
dismissed. Being a little mollified after this 
performance, Mr. Rycroft sat down to read the 
paper. 

Politics, news foreign and domestic, accidents 
and offences, births, marriages, and deaths — 
Mr. Rycroft glanced at them all. Something 
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in the latter item, death, struck him : it ran as 
follows : — 

"On the 11th instant, at his residence in 
Burton Crescent, after only a few days' illness, 
Charles Moore, Esq., late editor of the Morning 
Intelligencer. Highly talented ; liberal in his 
opinions ; urbane in his manners ; generous, and 
steadfast in his friendships; his loss will be 
widely felt. He has left an only daughter to 
lament his untimely death. He was in his 44th 
year." 

" Charles Moore," said Mr. Rycroft, rubbing 
his nose as he mused ; " I wonder whether this 
is my nephew. He would be about that age 
now; and he took to literature in his young 
days, I know. He seems to have been well 
respected, and I dare say his daughter is 
provided for. I shouldn't mind making myself 
known to her. I'll think about it." 

As Mr. Rycroft intended to spend a week 
in London, he had time to think about it. 
That he thought about it at all, was re- 
ferable to the fact of his relative never bavins: 
troubled him during his lifetime. He had a 
sort of respect for the memory of Charles 
Moore, in consequence of this fact; for John 
Rycroft could not naturally take to his relations. 
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and would have shrunk with horror from any 
one of them that might have come forward to 
ask his help. Being left free in this case, he 
was conscious of some little curiosity and interest. 
Besides, in the present state of his feelings, he 
was not at all unwilling to parade his greatness 
and importance before some unaccustomed eye. 
He felt benevolently inclined to astonish, and 
dazzle, and abase Charles Moore's daughter- 
With these thoughts in his mind, and under 
the influence of these feelings, he made some 
inquiries, the result of which satisfied him as to 
the identity of his nephew. His next move- 
ment was to proceed to Burton Crescent, and 
knock loudly at the door of the now desolated 
house. 

So loudly that Catherine was startled. Not 
one amongst the many callers during her father's 
lifetime had ever given a knock like that ; and 
since his death his old friends had announced 
their approach in the quietest possible way. 
Catherine decided at once that it was an os- 
tentatious knock — an unfeeling knock if the per- 
petrator understood how recently death had been 
in the house. As all her father's intimate friends 
had already called to see her, except two or three 
whose distress had been too overwhelming to 
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admit of their visiting the house or seeing her- 
self just yet, Catherine wondered who this visitor 
could be. Grace Lee, who was with her, won- 
dered who it could be. Grace was Rupert Lee's 
sister, some years older than he was, so old as 
to be looked upon even by herself as an old maid. 
The two were the sole survivors of their own 
family, and a beautiful affection subsisted between 
them. Grace was her brother's housekeeper, 
and she was proud of his genius as a painter. 
His works were admitted to the exhibitions 
of the Academy ; he had won a name ; but he 
was poor, and in every sense a struggling man. 

Ellen, the servant girl, entered the room, and 
handed to Catherine a card on which was in- 
scribed the name, " Mr. Rycroft." 

"The gentleman wishes to see you," said 
Ellen. " He says you will know the name — he 
is a relation." Catherine knew that her grand- 
mother's name had been Rycrofb, but she was 
not aware that she had a relative of the name 
living. Grace Lee shared her surprise. On 
the whole, Catherine was pleased. It showed 
well in this relative, in spite of his disagreeable 
knock, that he had sought her out in this hour 
of her great trouble. She desired Ellen to show 
him up-stairs. 
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These two relatives who had so recently be- 
come aware of each other's existence for the 
first time, received mutually an impression one 
of the other before a word had been spoken. 
Mr. Rycroft was struck by the stately graceful- 
ness that characterised his great-niece's figure 
and bearing; by the exceeding beauty of her 
countenance; and by the calmness with which 
she bore her evidently deep grief. Catherine, 
on the other hand, discerned something coarse 
and v«]gar in her relative — he was certainly not 
a gentleman. Mr. Rycroft shook his niece's 
hand, and then seated himself on the sofa. 

" You know who I am, of course," he said. 
** You will have heard of me." 

Catherine acknowledged that she did not 
know in what relationship she stood to Mr. 
Rycroft : she had never heard of him. 

"That is strange," he said, feeling a little 
nettled. " Did you never learn that your father's 
mother had a brother ?" 

" I certainly never heard my father speak of 
such a relative," said Catherine. " Have you 
resided abroad, su*? — he might have supposed 
that you were dead." 

"That was not likely," said Mr. Rycroft, 
who had already made himself as comfortable 
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as possible by placing his legs on the sofa. 
" Most probably, being aware of the great dif- 
ference betwixt his station and mine, he had an 
idea that I should look down upon him. I 
dare say Charles Moore was proud in his own 
way. If he did entertain any idea of that kind, 
my being here to-day is a proof of his having 
been mistaken." 

" My father was not in the habit of supposing 
it possible for any man to look down upon him,'* 
said Catherine, quietly, but with a flash in her 
eyes that Grace Lee saw and understood. 
" He was a noble man, to whom all who knew 
him looked up with respect." 

" All that is true, I dare say ; in fact, I expect 
that it is," said Mr. Rycrofl. " It would not do 
for me to acknowledge myself connected with 
any one on whom positive disgrace rested. M} 
dear young lady, I speak advisedly. Youi 
father was a literary man, and literary men 
respected him — perhaps some others. I don't 
disrespect literary men myself — they are useful 
in theu" way — that is, when they don't make 
much mischief, as is the case sometimes ; but 
merely as literary men they have not much 
standing; and never will have in this great 
commercial country, where wealth must always 
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command especial honour. I did not make 
tiiis state of things ; I merely take it as I find it. 
My own position as a wealthy man> and a large 
landed proprietor^ is necessarily a very high one. 
Well, and what was the matter with your father 
that he should die so early — quite in the prime 
of life ? He wasn't dissipated, I hope. Many 
Kterary men are." 

Excessive grief had greatly shaken Catherine's 
nerves, outwardly calm as she appeared, and un- 
fitted her for such an interview as this with her 
relative seemed likely to prove. Indignant 
surprise prevented her. making any reply to Mr. 
Rycroft's question ; and Grace Lee spoke for her. 

" My uncle was not by any means a dissipated 
man. His constitution was always delicate, and 
a few days before his death, he caught a severe 
cold that ended in inflammation. He died early 
as you say. Sir ; too early for the many hearts 
that can never cease to deplore him." 

Catherine, seated by the table, rested her elbow 
upon it, and her face upon her hand, and tears 
began to trickle through her fingers, in spite of 
her efforts to keep them back. She could not 
yet command her voice to say what she wished 
to say. 

Mr. Rycroft turned and looked at Grace Lee. 
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" You're not a Moore, I think ?" he said. 

" No ; my mother was Mrs. Moore's sister." 

"Oh, indeed. You understand now, I suppose," 
he continued, turning to Catherine, ^' that your 
father was my nephew. Don't cry ; crying never 
mended matters in this world. To be sure, in 
many cases of bereavement there is only too much 
need for crying. Literary men have, I believe, 
always been especially noted for their improvi- 
dence. I dare say my nephew kept a good deal 
of company, not considering whether he could 
afford it or not.'* 

" My uncle was well known and estimated, 
and therefore he drew around him many con- 
genial spirits," said Grace Lee, to \^hom Mr. 
Rycroft had addressed the concluding sentence 
of his speech. 

" And, as a matter of course, he wasted a 
good deal of his substance on those congenial 
spirits. I am a man of the world, and under- 
stand these matters. Your congenial spirits of 
that kind always fail a man in extremity. If 
there is any pecuniary burden to be borne, it 
must fall wide of them. If my nephew died 
poor, as I suspect, what has his daughter to 
look to ? That is the great question, and if I 
am to be of any use it must be answered." 
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The great question^ as Mr. Rycroft called it, 
seemed to the young girl, and the young woman 
who had not been accustomed to meet with 
persons of his character, to be put in an of- 
fensive way. For divers reasons there is a good 
deal tolerated in this world that would look very 
ugly in print, and that yet never exceeds the 
bounds of what is popularly considered to be 
qiiite proper. Mr. Rycroft, a substantial man, 
if a coarse man, had only said what thousands 
would have said in his place, and what they 
would entirely approve. Grace Lee, however, 
was brought to a full stand. She remained 
silent, leaving Catherine to say for herself what 
she thought best. Catherine was sufficiently 
roused to dry her tears. Indignation for awhile 
mastered her grief. All that Mr. Rycroft had 
said respecting her father's tastes and habits 
was too true to be controverted; but besides 
never having dreamed that her father's wisdom 
in what he did, and his right to do it, could be 
so far called in question, she had a deep-seated 
conviction that whatever had been noblest and 
best in her father's character ; his liberality of 
sentiment ; his warmth of heart ; his steady ad- 
herence to the law of doing as he would be done 
by ; was somethmg quite as incomprehensible to 
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Mr. Rycroft as the latter's peculiar views might 
have been to him, or were to herself. Certain 
enough it seemed to be, that her father's genial 
temper, and readiness to {,ee\ for and help others, 
had greatly stood in the way of his hoarding 
for any purpose; but Catherine's sympathies 
had always gone with him in whatever he did, 
the more inevitably because in all his personal 
habits Charles Moore had been a temperate 
man. So Catherine, rejoicing in the recollection 
of her father's kindliness and benevolence ; re- 
calling with pride the many memories that to 
her bore witness of his having lived as a true 
man amongst men; could only painfully but 
thoroughly repel Mr. Ry croft's harsh judgment ; 
and reject his coficlusions altogether ; shrinking 
with especial distaste from his candid avowal 
that this sweeping condemnation had especial 
reference to the possible fact of herself being 
unprovided for. 

" You, sir," she said, " knowing nothing of 
my father, venture to speak of him as those 
who knew him thoroughly would not and could 
not do. As I have told you, I know nothing 
of the relationship which you have voluntarily 
declared. I do not stand in any need of your 
help. I am surrounded by kind relatives and 



THE EltPERlENCE OP LIFE. 109 

friends, who sympathise with me fully. Just 
now I am scarcely fit for other society than that 
to which I have been accustomed." 

Here was another rebuff for Mr. Ry croft, whose 
natural arrogance had been encouraged by the 
subserviency and adulation that usually attend 
prosperity. He was only irritated, however — not 
in the slightest degree abashed. His own esti- 
mate of human nature led him to make allow- 
ances. His great-niece could not possibly be 
made to understand how really important a per- 
sonage he was from what little he could himself 
say on the subject. He had not brought in his 
hand — as he w^ould have done if he could — 
Staunton Court, his servants and carriages, his 
troops of friends. The independence of spirit 
that she had exhibited made him feel more than 
ever desirous of parading these things before her 
eyes. Besides, he had been considering, during 
the last twenty minutes, that Catherine, with her 
really handsome face and person, her calm, 
stately manner, and evident superior breeding 
and intelligence, might be advantageously brought 
forward and acknowledged as an offshoot of the 
Rycroft family tree ; her want of fortune being, 
in a great measure, compensated by the very 
distinguished look and bearing, that had struck 
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him at once as something creditable, and capable 
of being turned to profitable account. Of course, 
he felt sure that Catherine could be only slen- 
derly provided for, at the best. It was quite 
true that, if he had found her plain and common- 
place — if he had found her sickly, or in any way 
likely to be burdensome to him, and not a credit 
at all — he would, without the slightest compunc- 
tion, have adopted measures to prevent her ever 
troubling him or his ; but, as it was, he was 
inclined to be generous. He perfectly understood 
that, as a preliminary matter, he must contrive 
to render himself more agreeable; and with this 
end in view, he now so far travelled out of his 
way as to express some regret that he had not 
known an*d seen more of his nephew. 

" The fact is," he said, " I lost sight of Charles 
when he was quite a boy. My own career has 
been a very stirring one; and when a man's 
hands are full, and his thoughts always occupied, 
he is apt to appear to be neglectful, without 
intending it. Your father was busy enough in 
his way, and without doubt he forgot me. I 
think we might cry quits on this score. I am 
a little free-spoken, 1 dare say ; I've been accus- 
tomed to be that ; and you must believe I mean 
well. I think I am the only relative you have on 
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the father's side ; in fact, I am your nearest re- 
lative : and, as such, I have some right to make 
myself useful. Oh, we must have you down in 
the country ; it will do you good, and your aunt 
and cousin will be delighted to see you, I'm sure. 
Let me see : Elizabeth will be about your age, I 
think, or perhaps a year or two younger ; Eliza- 
beth is not quite eighteen. I was too busy to 
think of marrying till I was upwards of 
forty." 

Continuing to converse in this strain, Mr. 
Rycroft contrived to make himself more agree- 
able, though it was out of his power to do away 
with that first disagreeable impression. If she 
had been allowed to like him to begin- with, 
Catherine would have been inclined to like him 
very much, as the only relative on her fathers 
side that she had ever known. As it was, she 
wished to be able to treat him with perfect re- 
spect, for that father's sake. But here, again, 
there was no real kinship between the two. It 
needed an effort on both sides, a complete con- 
straint and disguise on one side, in order to 
maintain that outward semblance of friendliness. 
The two natures were essentially opposite, and 
would not bear bringing into close contact. Mr. 
Rycroft himself was aware of this, when he 
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dropped speaking of his wealth and making an 
exhibition of his importance ; but, unlike Cathe- 
rine, Mr. Rycroft harboured a vindictive feeling : 
he could not forgive any who wounded his self- 
esteem. Rating human nature as he had been 
allowed to rate it by the many who had been 
only too ready to flock round him at Staunton 
Court, he contemplated enjoying a full revenge 
when the whole splendour of his position should 
suddenly burst upon Catherine. He meant to 
overwhelm her in that way ; to humble her high 
spirit so far as he was himself concerned, and 
yet to encourage it with respect to others. He 
was quite aware that, even amongst those who 
paid most court to him, there were many who 
behind his back indulged in animadversions on 
his own low origin, and who amused themselves 
with detecting certain vulgarities in his wife. 
This covert scandal and disrespect had been all 
along a great torture to him ; and now he was 
quite ready to catch at the idea of absorbing 
Catherine into himself — of exhibiting her as a 
specimen of what the Rycrofts had been, and 
were, and ought to be. " After I have humbled 
her a little, so as to make her subservient to my 
purposes,*' he said to himself, " she shall be as 
proud as she likes ; the prouder the better." 
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Thb was Mr. Rycroft's idea, and he determined 
to make the most of it. 

And busying himself now in his niece's affairs, 
Mr. Rycroft was brought into dose contact with 
James Fraser and Rupert Lee. The latter^ in 
his simplicity, took to Mr. Rycroft greatly. He 
admired his bluff, thoroughly independent, Eng- 
lish manner. He did not know how thoroughly 
English it could be in other respects. James 
FVasOT looked on and said little. He did not 
think much. With all the past before his eyes, 
he did not see any objection to his friend's 
daughter accepting the protection of this rich 
unde. He had no elevated thoughts respecting 
woman ; he pitied her, and thought it was quite 
right that she should obtain as much as possible 
of this world's show. He had an idea that 
woman craved for little else; that, having ob- 
tained this, she would be satisfied. What he 
generally knew of women had supplied him with 
this idea. He was aware that, if this apparently 
good fortune had not befallen Charles Moore's 
daughter, she would have been Irft to struggle in 
the world for herself; for Charles Moore, who 
had intended to insure his life, had deferred the 
intention, as many others do, until it was too 
late ; and now all that was left to her, except 
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her accomplishments, was about one hundred 
pounds. But Catherine, well educated, felt 
strong m herself. No fear on the score of ob- 
taining a livelihood had ever crossed her mind. 
Mr. Rycroft, additionally irritated at Catherine's 
treatment of himself on learning how slender her 
means were, was yet compelled to defer to her 
independence of spirit. Tliis poor, proud, self- 
reliant girl set him at war with himself: he did 
not like the idea of befriending her on her own 
terms; he could not afford to give her up. 

James Fraser had yet wie thought with re- 
spect ta Catherine. " Down yonder," he mut* 
tered ta himself, " she will learn all that it may 
be well for her to learn respecting Mr. Osborne. 
These women love their imaginary heroes best, 
and it is well for them to be disenchanted." 
Catherine, on her part, mentally bade adieu to 
all hope of seeing him in this world, while 
seated with her uncle in the coach that was con- 
veying them both to Selby. She had not once 
thought of him since her father's death till now, 
when quitting London for an indefinite time, it 
might be for ever, all that had been interesting 
to her there, whatever had gained hold upon 
her heart or touched her feelings, came forcibly 
back upon her. 
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" Now, it IS certain that we shall never meet," 
was the conclusion at which she came. She 
little knew that she was about to draw nigh to 
Mr. Osborne, instead of leaving him behind 
her. 
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CHAPTER IV. 

We will take a brief look at Avice in what 
had now become the past. At the age of 
twenty-five, she had made small physical pro- 
gress towards womanhood. Her figure was as 
slight and shadowy, her face as wanly pale, as 
both had appeared on the night when Miss 
Susan Thorpe welcomed her to her home amongst 
the Biunham crags. Avice had made no great 
progress any way. With her, every day had 
been as one day, except that a certain amount 
of duty had been performed, a certain amount 
of pain suffered. She had not brought to her 
new life and work the whole heart and spirit 
that were in her. She could not have been per- 
suade 1 by any that this partial occupation was 
sufiScient to fill a lifetime ; that this absence of 
satisfaction and enjoyment was an ordinary matter 
of which others complained in common with 
herself. Avice was too conscious that her lot 
was a peculiar one. Having no right to com- 
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plain; feeling> on the contrary, constrained to 
acknowledge ohUgation and be thankful ; she yet 
could not, by means of any power left in her 
grasp, put away from her the sense of soine 
great desolation ; the sound of some wailing cry 
that swept over this desolation continually ; so 
that the wail and the desolateness became more 
famiUar to her than were any of the outer scenes 
and events of her life. The obstacles in her 
way had shaken Avice's faith in herself, and so 
had weakened her essentially. 

After following her husband as far as she 
could well go with him, she had come to a full 
stop ; and there was no advancing or retreating 
thence. Still honouring him — never having 
loved him — she inevitably came in contact with 
opinions and peculiarities that roused in her re- 
sistance and repugnance, and roused them for 
no available purpose. Avice began to feel that 
she was a bond slave, and then she began to 
despise herself. In this self-abasement she still 
honoured her husband : he remained as he had 
always been, while she had fallen from her own 
high faith. It was a fearful thing to her to feel 
that she could not bare her whole soul before 
him, as he had bared his before her ; that if she 
did so declare herself, they two must inevitably 
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dashy and that fearfully, lliis impossibility of 
full and free communion desolated both lives, 
but only Avice's consciously ; because her per- 
fect womanly submission, her partial spiritual 
sympathy, satisfied him entirely. The huge 
egotism that more than anything else distin- 
guishes man from woman enabled him thus to 
satisfy himself. Avice was his wife. As such, 
•she had no part in life beyond himself; her 
very identity was swallowed up in his. If it 
had come to the trial, he would not have allowed 
her to think for herself, much less to act. 

Edward Thorpe was weak here ; but he never 
knew that he had been compelled to pay the full 
penalty of his weakness. 

When Avice had arrived at that age, twenty- 
five, she had, in conjunction with her husband, 
effected a great reformation amongst the miners, 
their wives and children. The former had been 
roused to a sense of their degraded state, the 
latter had been brought into an orderly condi- 
tion. A reformation so rapid and entire, effected 
amongst such a people, attracted the attention 
of the neighbourhood, and the notice of all 
visitors was drawn to it. Visitors at the great 
house, Staunton Court, came to look at the 
school and the scholars^ and to hear the whole 
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history of the great reform, which Mrs. Rycroft, 
as fine as fine dress could make her, was always 
ready to detail. Such visitors expressed high 
admiration of Mr. Rycroft, to whom whatever 
had been done was mainly attributable. For, 
had not the present school-house sprung up 
under the patronage of Mr. Rycroft ? Did he 
not subscribe largely towards its support ? What 
lay on the surface was readiest to be seen. Ed- 
ward Thorpe, who had not worked for applause, 
and who was satisfied with his work, cared 
nothing for all this. He did not care to have 
his wife recognised for what she had done. He 
did not feel for her when she shrank from the 
condescending notice of the great people who 
sometimes came upon her unawares. She was 
a part of himself; she must act and feel as he 
acted and felt. This might have been very well 
if A vice had ever really become a part of him- 
self; but that not being the case, much that 
was put upon her, as Edward Thorpe's wife, 
was a great burden to her. This life, into which 
she had hoped to have grown, was too meagre 
and barren to her ; in it all her natural sympa- 
thies and tastes were chilled and repressed. She 
could not so readily put off the feelings in which 
she was educated, the habits of thought to which 
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8ke had been accustomed, as her husband re- 
quired/ She was hereditarily proud, in addition 
to being sensitive by nature ; and her pride was 
continually being wounded, and her sensitiveness 
probed to the quick. Her vivid imagination 
and rich fancy — those immediate gifts of God — 
seemed to have been bestowed upon her in vain ; 
for, in the narrow limits to which her husband 
wished to confine her, there was no room for 
their exercise. 

Avice was certainly out of her place. If the 
r^der can imagine an enthusiastic, high-bom^ 
young cavalier of the time of Charles the First, 
imaginative and poetical withal, and abounding 
in chivalrous feeling, being caught and caged by 
some stern plebeian Roundhead and Puritan, 
and made by him to go through certain perform- 
ances for the benefit of lookers-on, he will have 
a good idea of what Avice felt with respect to 
some phases of her now ordinary life. She had 
partly grown up under Mr. Thorpe's eye, but 
she had made progress in her own accustomed 
way, rather than in his unaccustomed way ; and 
the end of it all was, that she became strong to 
resist — not outwardly, and there was the mis- 
chief to herself. There was no one to whom 
Ayice could turn for sympathy in an ordinary 
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way ; and what she felt most deeply was not to 
be divulged. Her lot was cast. Besides, in 
that rebellion of her spirit, Avice did not accuse 
any one, least of all her husband. He was now, 
and ever had been, and ever would be, what he 
had declared himself to be at the first Avice 
had not declared her whole self to him, because 
die could not ; all that was in her remained to 
be developed after she had taken an irretrievable 
step. What she had grown to be was her own 
concern, with which no one might meddle ; and 
she knew that she might have grown to be what 
she was under circumstances less favourable to 
herself than were those surrounding her at present. 
In all this hard upward and onward life, Avice 
.had, perh^s, more than anything missed the 
tenderness, the loving-kindness, and delicate 
attention that she had been accustomed to 
receive at the hands of her father and Phillip. 
Her own loving nature required some response : 
and in the ^tbsence of any demonstratioii of love, 
she lost the sense of entire protection. Edward 
Thorpe was a stern man, who recognized duti^ 
and performed them well, and who required 
nothing more in others than the performance of 
duties. He required nothing more from Avice. 
He was not the sort of man to concede apy thing 
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to her youth, her Inexperience, to her previous 
initiation into a style and kind of life unfamiliar 
to himself. There was no considerateness or 
tenderness in his nature available for every-day 
use; but a large philanthropy, that required 
masses to work upon« and then worked welL 
In his great plans he lost sight of Avice, except 
as a partner in those plans ; and thus lost sight 
of, Avice thought a little for herself. 

When she had arrived at that age, twenty- 
five, she was no longer to be seen winding along 
the rugged paths that led from her home to the 
school-house, or crossing the dreary moor in 
company with her kind, infirm fiiend, the old 
clergyman, who for years past had been accus- 
tomed to seek the support of her slender arm. 
This good and valued old friend had lately been 
gathered to his fathers, declaring, before he went, 
that he had seen one good work in his day. 
Avice was now accompanied by another com- 
panion, a child nearly five years old, a little girl, 
whom she led tenderly by the hand. Avice*s 
great delight, on the birth of this child, was fitrst 
sobered and then changed to sadness, as time 
passed on. The little Lydia (Edward Thorpe 
had named her after his mother and sister) had 
been singularly quiet as an in&nt^ and she was 
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ilow strangely apathetic as a child. There was 
nothing of the joyousness or the eager interest 
of childhood about her ; neither was she sullen 
or fretful, but merely quiet and indifferent, and 
incapable of being roused to express herself any 
way, as if a mortal numbness had seized upon 
all her faculties and deadened all her sensations. 
Yet, notwithstanding this callosity, so remarkable 
in a child, she was not intellectually deficient, 
but, on the contrary, ready to learn and to 
retain what she had learned. Edward Thorpe 
began to tax such powers as she possessed early. 
He intended to educate her as he would have 
educated a son. He excluded from his system 
whatever could appeal to the imagination. Mil- 
ton's were the only poetical works admitted into 
his library, and these owed the distinction to 
Milton's political bias. These severe studies 
had already brought the father and child into 
dose, and, as it seemed to Avice, congenial con- 
tact. To herself the whole inner life of the 
child seemed to be inaccessible. She repulsed a 
caress with coldness and evident dislike, and 
showed no aptitude for such teaching as Avice 
sometimes ventured to bestow upon her in the 
hope of touching some responsive chord. Her- 
self highly imaginative, to begin with; and now 
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oppressed by much feeling, that bad become 
QUi^bid ia her great solitude — seeoungly threa- 
teued OQ all s^des with being completely driven 
out of this too real woorld, like the alien she was 
in it, so that it was well fov her that a land 
(^ dreams was open to her — Avice sometimes 
brooded over this later trouble, until she became 
overwhelmed by nervous and terrible fancies. It 
seeo^ed as if the child had come for the sole 
purpose of avenging the wrong done to its father 
by her owi^ want of love for him. Long before 
this the conviction had come to her that to such 
an uiii(m as hers with Edward Thorpe^ destined 
to last a lifetime, she ought to have brought, as 
one indispe^^ble dower, the deepest, str(mgest, 
truest love. She did QOt excuse herself now on 
the score of the difficulties swept oi^t of her path 
long ago. She ought to have been strong 
eno^gh to overcome them by means more 
honourable to herself. What was she but a lie 
SM^d a cheat to her husband, who might not 
understand that his whole nature and habits 
dulled and oppressed her, so that, in the great 
gathering shadow of his authority and presence, 
the very life of her soul seemed withering away ? 
If all this had not been an overwhelming truth, 
Aviee's early arrows, great as they were, would 
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long since have yielded to the influence of time, 
80 as to have become at least softened ; but as it 
was, all the features of the past, by continually 
brooding over them, grew more dark and terrible 
to look upon. Avice felt that she ought to have 
died, while daily praying for strength to enable 
her to live. After losing her true and admiring 
friend, the old village pastor, Avice did not again 
acquire influence over any one. There was 
nothing in her nature to respond to or touch the 
natures about her. She had none of the power 
that Ritson, in her imbecility, seemed to possess 
of commanding respect and inspiring awe. It 
was a curious contemplation to Avice to observe 
what steady progress Ritson made in these re- 
spects, so that, in course of time, even the stiff, 
proud Miss Lydia and the self-opinionated Miss 
Martha gave great way to her. Poor Ritson 
made the most of her one remaining idea, and 
so she achieved success. Never going out, she 
was always happy to parade her stateliness be- 
fore any chance visitor; and as visitors, with 
the exception of the Misses Thorpe, were rare 
indeed, she bore upon the latter with the whole 
force of her boastful reminiscences. Much more 
cleverly than she could have done if she had 
tried with all her senses perfect about her, Rit* 
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son spoke about her former grandeur in a vague, 
misty sort of way, that left everything looming 
in the distance, and magnified by the surround- 
ing fog. Avice kept her first subordinate place. 
Now and then Ritson startled her by speaking, 
at moments when her poor, darkened mind 
seemed to be suddenly illuminated by some flash 
of recollection as fleeting as it was bright. On 
such occasions Ritson would commence speaking 
eagerly on a subject, and presently get lost, and 
so ramble back again to her old strain. The 
Misses Thorpe, who supposed that she checked 
herself purposely, were at the pains of storing 
up these inadvertencies of speech, and putting 
them together bit by bit, and making what they 
could out of them-^wondering all the while 
why so much that seemed worth proclaiming to 
the world should remain hidden. Miss Lydia, 
with the aid of her sisters, had from time to time 
collected and written down the following amongst 
other sentences, left imperfect by Mrs. Ritson : — 
" Grand parties, Miss Susan 1 what should 
you know of grand parties ? I have seen some 
grand ones in my day. The greatest people, 
lords and ladies, the royal dukes and the prin- 
cesses visited our family, and we went to nearly 
all the great houses. I remember one great 
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party, when young Lord — Oh, dear ! — when our 
poor Colonel was living, I thought we should 
always be able to keep up our style. [He took 
great pride in the old Hall ; but — I don't think 
any of our family was ever buried in a church- 
yard, as common people must be. We had 
family vaults and great monuments inside the 
churches. There was one old monument — 
never mind. Our dear, good aunt thought to 
leave us well off : and the Colonel always 
reckoned on that, as you know, Avice. You 
know." Many sentences similar to these, always 
abruptly brought to a close^ and uttered in the 
presence of Avice^ sometimes of Mr. Thorpe, 
they both receiving them as a matter of course, 
led the Misses Thorpe to believe that Mrs. Ri!:- 
son had in her day been a very great perse nage 
indeed ; and her manners alone convinced them 
that she had been highly bom. But what a fall- 
ing off there was in her granddaughter ; what a 
poor tame thing she was ; how wanting even in 
the commonest proper pride ! It aggravated the 
Misses Thorpe, who would have been glad to be 
able to boast that their brother had at least made 
a good match as far as family was concerned, 
to see Avice so entirely apathetic ; to feel that not 
a word on this subject could be got out of her. 
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'' It is really shocking to think of that child 
growing up and not even knowing who her 
mother belonged to/' said Miss Lydia. " I con- 
sider it my duty to collect all the information I 
can in this way, for hereafter it may be useful to 
this child. I think it would be quite right to 
speak to Mrs. Ritson ^seriously on the subject." 

While saying this, Miss Lydia was quite con- 
scious of not possessing the requisite courage for 
venturing on such a measure. Not one amongst 
the three sisters would have demurred at ques- 
tioning Avice, if they had not feared that, weak 
as she was, she woidd directly tell all to Mrs. 
Ritson or her husband. Avice's high intelli- 
gence ; her noble pride ; her gorgeous imagina- 
ti6h^ and poetic fancy, and gentle, loving nature, 
were wasted on the air of this desert that had 
become her home. 

At this period of which we are treating, she 
had given up all hope of ever hearing from her 
sister Clementina ; she, however, frequently 
heard of one other, in whom she continued to 
take great and compulsorily silent interest. It 
would have been better for Edward Thorpe if he 
had not laid that great prohibition on his wife, 
dooming her to perpetual silence respecting the 
past, even wh^i they two were alone. If that 
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prohibition had not from the beginning been 
ever present to her, checking her utterances of 
every kind, A vice would very readily and gladly 
have acknowledged to him her obligations to 
Mr. Osborne, and willingly shared with him her 
strong interest in his career. As it was, the 
interest centred in herself, and obtained a hold 
of her, strong as a death- grip. Walter Osborne 
formed for her the sole living link betwixt the 
present and the past. Her sister had volun- 
tarily abandoned her, and was, therefore, nothing 
now ; never having been much to herself, or to 
those best loved by herself But Walter Os- 
borne, of whom she was now hearing great things; 
who was becoming known to the world at large 
as a rising barrister ; becoming famous from his 
acute learning and wonderfully forcible eloquence; 
how could she help turning to him with her 
whole heart, knowing of him what she did? 
Even there, amongst the Burnham Crags, it was 
known that he led an unostentatious life, having 
his abode always in some poor chambers in the 
Temple, that had been vacated by a dear friend 
who had died long ago. 

Often, rambling among the rocks in the early 
morning, or at night-fall, during her husband's 
absence ; Avice pictured to herself that true 
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tni^nd of Phillip's, sitting in the room so dearly 
remembered ; tibinking of him — perhaps some- 
times thinking of herself ! Avice did not dis- 
cern anything wrong in thus yielding to the^e 
reminiscences of the past ; in cherishing a grate- 
fill remembrance of true service. That she had 
obeyed her husband as far as she could, her 
wordless life testified ; but he might not fetter 
her thoughts. And none needed to grudge her 
the small satisfaction she sought ; because if the 
pleasure she felt was sometimes exquisite, the 
pain was also exquisite and more abiding. 
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CHAPTER V. 

It was fortunate for Catherine, whose lot it 
had been to suffer much from bereavement, that 
she recognized a high and holy purpose in life, 
apart from the thought and struggle for self that it 
is not well to lose sight of. She had greatly loved 
and honoured her mother, a gentle-hearted, 
earnest-spirited woman, whose whole life would 
have been little better than a martyrdom if she 
had not taken pleasure in self-sacrifice. During 
the greater part of his married life, Charles 
Moore had been compelled to encounter a dreary 
struggle, in order to provide for the wants of his 
family — the struggle had been dreary in every 
sense of the word to him, with his ardent, en- 
thusiastic, highly poetical nature, that grappled 
bravely with difficulties, and yearned to beautify 
the path trodden by those he loved. It had 
been dreary because he had not been able to 
overcome those difficulties until those he loved 
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had suffered much. Even early in his married 
career, the young wife of whom he had spoken 
so tenderly to James Fraser, while they two were 
at Scarborough, as " my Mary/' became a mere 
household drudge. As is the nature of men, he 
kept as much as possible out of sight of evils 
that he could not remedy in the only way he 
knew of; and his occupation as a writer for 
bread enabled him to keep much to himself. It 
was at this part of his career that James Eraser's 
influence over him became truly dangerous. 
James Fraser had predicted that such a time 
would coine, and it had arrived. The time 
in which his high faith in all things great and 
grand, and holy, and noble, and beautiful, and 
apparently true, gave way. The gloom and chill 
of death and dismay fell upon him. He acknow- 
ledged the fallacy of his early dreams, and in a 
very deliberate way prepared himself to sink 
down. But he was not destined so to sink. 
Womaa's love hunted him to his solitude, and 
brought him out of it, and then sustained him. 
Mary Moore had been the kind of woman to 
bear, herself with the dignity of a queen, because 
pf the rich robes and the gems of priceless worth 
with which she knew that her husband's love 
would have invested and decorated her if it could; 
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to appear, and to be at all ordinary times light 
of heart and cheerful, because she knew that it 
was the first wish of his life to put all pain and 
sorrow far away from her. So Charles Moore's 
home, even in the darkest days of his poverty, 
was always a cheerful home ; and whien real sor- 
row inevitably entered the house in the shape of 
bereavement, Mary Moore was still ready to 
sustain all around her by the example of her own 
high faith, and hope and resignation. It was 
she chiefly who made the house so pleasant to 
her husband's visitors ; who endeared it to so 
many ; servants and dependents amongst the 
rest, and amongst these latter to Nurse Rae. In 
this happy home Catherine grew up ; but 
thoughtful in her own way. Catherine had seen 
much that it was well she should see — her 
mother's struggle for instance, as well as her 

t 

father's. She knew that her mother had always 
dreaded the influence of others over her husband; 
that above everything she wished to avert the 
possibility of leaving him entirely to this in- 
fluence. Therefore, when her health began to 
fail, she gave many charges to Catherine that 
the latter stored in her mind. 

" Be quite sure, my child," she said on her 
death-bed, " that God never puts more upon his 
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creatures than, preserving their trust in Him^ 
they are well able to bear. If you are ever 
brought in contact with evils that greatly rouse 
human resistance — with calamities that threaten 
to sink those who are called upon to endure 
them--^be quite sure that man's hand has been 
at work, doing what it was wrong to do. Do 
not fiiU into the fearful error of holding God 
accoimtable for man's work — of expecting Him 
4» interfere with it day by day. Leave every- 
thing to the great day of His reckoning ; and 
always keep yourself in readiness to appear 
before him with your own account." 

Her mother's teaching and example; the 
earnest character of her own mind ; the know- 
ledge that had come to her in her home re- 
specting the estimated worth, the struggle, and 
the weariness of life amongst men of high intel- 
lect, had all tended to impress Catherine with 
a solemn sense of the importance of so dealing 
with time, from day to day, that its brief present 
^hoidd be neither fruitless nor burdensome; 
since in either case it must merge into a wasted 
past, or hurry on into an unconsidered future. 
If she was thus soberly thoughtful, partly as 
a natural consequence of her early training and 
trial, and high-principled, because her faith in 
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the unseen was perfect, Catherine had one qua- 
lification for playing a Worthy, part in life, that 
could not be consistently isneered down by any^^ 
a deep-seated love of her kind. The world was 
her present and familiar home ; the earnest and 
strengthening sympathies of her nature daimed 
a loving and unquestionable kinship with the 
:great brotherhood of humanity. The past was 
sanctified In her memery; it had left no abiding 
gloom in her spirit, no abiding weight on her 
lieart : for its sorrow was of the kind that puts 
«in, the parent of sorrow, out of sight— ^ tender 
melancholy, and loving r^sgret, and cmward trust, 
d;hat merges into an atmosphere of peaceful and 
holy thoughts as naturally as the morning twi«> 
light passes into the fuU blaze of a glorious day. 
It had left her with the unwasted feeling and 
fresh life to which new interests, hopes, and 
fears, and strong affections would come of nece^ 
£»ty ; and it m^ht be under circumstance that 
would severely test her fitness for playing so 

worthy a part in the drama of life as that die 

» 

had marked out fer herself* 

During the journey into Yorki^iirer Catherine^ 
fortunately for her, was not allowed to make 
further acquaintance with her unde, who slept 
xar remained silent nearly the whole way: he 
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was reserving himself for a grand demonstration 
at the end of the journey. Quick, and calmly 
observant as she was, she had formed a pretty 
correct estimate of Mr. Rycroft's character, so 
far as it had been revealed to her. His bustling 
importance, his intense worldliness, his dogged 
self-esteem, and comfortably hopeless deadness 
to any outer influences that might materially 
interfere with his own fixed views or plans about 
any and everything,, were as plainly revealed to 
her as they oauld have been during an inter-^ 
course of years. Natursjly inclined to make 
allowances for poor human nature, and taught 
above all things to look for the good that is 
mixed up with much evU everywhere, Catherine 
expected to like him better after seeing him fre* 
quently in his own homje. Her thoughts often 
wandered to that home during the journey ; not 
to the possible splendour of it — that she was 
ready to lose sight of directly her uncle allowed 
her; and she had strong hope that it would 
not be of an overwhelming kind. Even for her 
father's sake she wished to be able to love her 
new-^found cousin very dearly ; she hoped to like 
very much the kind aunt who, as Mr. Rycroft 
said, was expecting her : Uncle — Aunt — 
Cousin ! It was a heart-stirring event to Cathe-^ 
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rine to meet with these relations all at once, not 
having previously known that the world con- 
tained them for her. Mr. Rycroft had put 
himself into deep mourning ; and that circum- 
stance had helped to draw Catherine to him 
wonderftiUy. His black clothes seemed to speak 
to her more eloquently of kinship than anything 
that she had yet discovered in his nature had 
been able to do. Yet, on the whole, Mr. Rycrofk 
had exhibited much kind feeling towards her, 
and she felt grateful, and eager to love those 
belonging to him if she might not exactly love 
himself. 

At a few minutes past six o'clock on an 
afternoon early in October, the coach containing 
Mr. Rycrcrft and Catherine dashed up the High 
Street of Selby. If Catherine had known any- 
thing of her father's adventures just before her 
Inrth, now nineteen years ago, she might have 
glanced, in passing, at the old-fashioned inn 
which be and James Fraser had entered, tired 
and dust-soiled, and which still bore the sign of 
" The Osborne Arms." The coach stopped at 
the head inn, "The Red Lion;*' and when it 
stopped, Mr. Rycroft roused himself thoroughly, 
and began to feel quite himself. 

Important passengers had evidently been ex- 
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pected by this coach ; and preparations bad been 
made for their arrival. There was a handsome 
carriage, in which the colour of yellow greatly 
predominated, and wbidi was drawn by two 
spirited grey horses, waiting near the inn door. 

a stout coachman, and a tall footman, waiting 
also. The landlady was waiting at the inn door; 
the landlord was hovering about, for he opened 
the door of the coach, to the discomfiture of the 
tall footman, who had darted forward for thsU; 
purpose. Several persons were passing to and 
fro, who ^emed to have Httle else to do than 
to look about them. The t^o surviving Misses 
Win^y — ^the elder sister and Miss Rebecca — 
were peering through their spectacles over the 
dwarf-blind ^f their parlour-window, which was 
exactly opposite "The Red Lion.'' Several 
other individuals, male as well as female, were 
peeping through windows and half-open doors : 
for it had become generally known that Mr. 
Rycroft intended to bring a niece down with 
him from London; and everybody desired to 
have a look at her, everybody expecting to enjoy 
the afler-pleasure of declaring that she was not 
worth looking at. 

" Glad to see you home, sir/' said the bowing 
landlord. 
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" Thank-ee, Dawson,** said Mr. Rycroft. 
" Wh^s my people ? Oh, I see, Thomas, 
you'll look after Miss Moore's luggage. Cathe- 
rine, my dear, herd's the carriage waiting, and 
now youHl soon be at home.** 

** Is there anything I can do for the young 
lady?** asked the landlady, curtseying as she 
came forward, 

"Nothing; we are obliged to you,'* said 
Mr. Bycrc^. ^' Miss Moore is tired, and wishes 
to get to her journey's end. Ha, Lawrence ! is 
that you ? Vm glad to see you. Allow me to 
introduce you two. Catherine — Mr. Trevor, a 
very old friend of ours. Lawrence — ^my niece, 
Catherine Moore; all that's left me of my 
sister, Catherine Rycroft, and as like her as 
two peas are alike. You must become better 
acquainted/* 

Catherine, tired, and otherwise occupied,^ 
glanced only slightly at the very gentlemanly 
personage to whom she was thus introduced, 
Mr. Trevor was a young man, apparently about 
thirty years of age. He had certainly caught 
himself staring at Catherine with an intentness 
that amounted to rudeness; and he met her 
own calm and transitory gaze with some con- 
fusion. He expressed great pleasure at making 
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the acquaintance of Miss Moore, and trusted 
that she would naake a long stay in Yorkshire. 

"I hope so," said Mr. Rycroft. •'Miss 
Moore is perfectly independent, and might fix 
her abode where she likes ; but at present her 
natural place seems to be amongst her few re- 
maining kinsfolk. All well at home, I hope ? 
Make my respects, and let us see you soon." 

Mr. Rycroft led Catherine to the carriage. 
The tall footman had opened the door and put 
down the steps, but Mr. Trevor kept in advance 
and handed her in. He then shook hands with 
Mr. Rycroft, and lifted his hat as the vehicle 
rolled away. All this time Catherine had been 
chiefly occupied with the carriage and the ser- 
vants — those servants in their mourning liveries. 
Her uncle was wealthy then; so wealthy, it 
seemed, that he might well aflFord to be modest. 
This wealth and his assumption together, 
threatened to beconcke oppressive to her. When 
Mr. Rycroft had settled himself in a comer of 
the carriage to his liking, he delivered himself 
ais follows : 

" You will see, Catherine, that I have paid 
every possible respect to the memory of my 
nephew. Immediately, on learning his death, I 
sent orders for my family to go into mourning.- 
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The young gentleman I have just introduced 
you to, belongs to one of the few families ne^ 
us that we can acknowledge an acquaintancQ 
with. For many reasons we are compelled to 
keep very select. The Trevors are not a great 
family, but they occupy a certain position, and 
position is everything in this world. Now that 
young gentleman and his family are persons 
whose attentions you may encourage ; but don't, 
with them or any one else, lose sight of the fact 
that we are placed too high to be condescended 
to. Keep to yourself facts that won't tell to your 
own advantage ; and in your case that means 
reveal nothing at all. Leave me to say all that 
it will be necessary to say respecting your parent* 
age and so forth ; and be sure of this, when 
people are curious they always mean to be in- 
solent if they have a chance." 

Catherine, with her straightforwardness of cha- 
racter, her sufficing self-respect, and perfect open- 
ness and sincerity, was sufficiently shocked and 
alarmed at the glimpse Mr. Ry croft had afforded 
her of his intention to show her off to the best 
advantage, and his capacity for doing this, to feel 
chilled, saddened and regretful, just when her 
best sympathies were ready to flow most freely. 
Mr. Rycroft's worldliness and very common- 
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place pride were again, and in a more painful 
way, obtruded upon }ier ; forcing aside such 
pleasant pictures of family happiness and affec- 
tion^ and eager anticipations of the welcome 
awaiting her companion and herself, as naturally 
crowded upon her while approaching nearer to 
her new home. It was scarcely possible to sup- 
pose that the wife and child of this self-satisfied 
and low-thoughted man would be uninfluenced 
by his views ; and it was not clear to her whether 
even they were not to be so far restricted in a 
knowledge of the truth CDncerning herself as to 
preclude any such free interchange of thought 
and feeling as could alone insure sympathy and 
attachment on either side. 

When the carriage had passed out of sight, 
Mr. Trevor pursued his way homeward, solil- 
oquising after this fashion : 

" Of all the lucky scamps that ever leagued with 
fortune against honesty, commend me to John 
Rycroft ! What business has he with such a 
niece as that ? His niece ; it*s all stuff ! But 
didn't he say she was all that was left him of — 
confound Catherine Rycroft, who ever heard of 
her before ? Is there anybody living that ever 
heard Mr. Rycroft speak of having a relation ? 
I should decidedly say not ; yet here is a niece 
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of whom he is evidently proud (with a good 
reason, hang him) ; and she's certainly in- 
dependent or he wouldn't own her ; and beauti- 

• 

ful as an angel, and proud as the devil, I can 
see. By Jove ! what patrician stateliness there 
is in the way she carries her head, as unlike the 
Rycroft fussiness, as the great pyramid is to a 
dunghill ! Moore — Moore ; I wonder what 
family of Moores she belongs to ; perhaps she's 
a descendant of the great Moore of Moore Hall. 
The dragon of Wantley was a native of York- 
shire, and so is Mr. Rycroft. Yes ; there must 
be something wonderful about it or she could not 
be what she certainly is, and Mr. Rycroft's niece 
at the same time. Well, I shall astonish them 
when I reach home." 
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CHAPTER VI. 

Cati!erxne Mooue to Grac^ Lee, 

" Staunton Court, Oct. 30th. 
" Here I am, settled in my new home. 
Settled, Grace, but not at rest, because in the 
true sense of the term this \% no home for me* 
After undergoing some distress, some surprises ; 
after making such acquaintance as seems possible 
with my new relatives, I have arrived at the 
above conclusion. But this great, wealthy house, 
which is not also a happy house, has its 
mysteries, which 1 am desirous of fathoming. 
With this amiable or unamiable intention I shall 
probably linger here a long time. 

"I promised to detail to you all my ad- 
ventures, to convey to you all my impressions ; 
be assured that I shall always open all my heart 
to you. What a blessed privilege it is to be 
allowed to do this ! May God long preserve 
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you, dear Grace, who are to me even as a second 
self. 

" Now seat yourself after your quiet fashion, 
and fancy that I am talking to you. We arrived 
at Selby the day before yesterday, while it was 
yet daylight, and found a handsome private car- 
riage waiting for us, attended by two servants, a 
coachman and footman, dressed in mourning 
liveries. Mr. Rycroft had paid the respect to his 
nephew's memory of putting all his femily in 
mourning. The few persons we encountered 
during our brief stay at Selby, paid marked re- 
spect to Mr. Rycroft, so that I was compelled to 
say to myself, * Truly Mr. Rycroft is a man of 
consequence.' I cannot explain to you why it 
was that this assurance did not give me any satis- 
faction, except that I had a previous impression 
that he was not the kind of man to grace great 
wealth and high station, or to be graced by them. 
The carriage bore us a mile or two out of the 
town amidst beautifully picturesque scenery, and 
then entered on private grounds by means of a 
gate to which a lodge was attached. The day- 
light still served to reveal to me an extensive 
park, richly studded with patriarchal trees. The 
noble avenue along which we passed, afforded 
me, on either side, glimpses of undulating green 

VOL. II. L 
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sward, diversified by clusters of trees and a broad 
sheet of water. Looking intently, I saw several 
hares start out of the long grass, and more than 
one deer stood gazing at us in the distance. You 
may understand the state of my feeling towards 
Mr. Rycroft when I tell you that I did not feel 
able to express to him my admiration of this 
scene. I was chiefly occupied in wondering how 
such a place had come into his possession. I 
had also been occupied in interpreting the lan- 
guage of his eyes whenever they chanced to meet 
mine ; and this too, had the eflPect of restraining 
me. As plainly as eyes could speak they said — 
* Is not this something grander and greater than 
you expected ? do you appreciate my condescen- 
sion now ? do you at length, comprehend that I 
am really an important personage ?' I had a 
ready but not flattering reply to these inteiToga- 
tions, so I averted my eyes and remained dumb. 
I suspect that my apparent apathy irritated him. 
Presently the carriage stopped in front of a really 
stately mansion of the Elizabethan period. The 
light still served to disclose to me its gable ends 
and turrets, its mullioned windows and terraces ; 
and when Mr. Rycroft handed me out of the car- 
riage, he said, 'Welcome to Staunton Court, 
Catherine.' Staunton Court 1 I had certainly 
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heard the name before, and I was startled. You 
may remember how frequently Rupert has quizzed 
me about a certain Mr. Osborne, whom I have 
never seen, / remembered at the instant that 
Staunton Court was also the name of the family 
seat of the Osbomes, and that the latter was 
situated in Yorkshire. I immediately said to 
myself, Mr. Rycroft then is a tenant of Mr. Os- 
borne's. Assure Rupert that I shall not escape 
the Osborne influences by coming to this place. 
But you shall hear. 

" Mr. Rycroft led me up a flight of steps into 
a great hall. We had left one tall footman 
behind us to look to the luggage, but here was 
another to receive us. Here also we encountered 
a portly, elderly personage, dressed in plain 
dothes, whom I rightly divined to be the butler, 
and a slim page radiant in buttons. The page 
at once took the lead, and we followed him. He 
opened a door on the ground floor, and ushered 
us into a magnificent drawing-room. At least 
everything connected with the room, its widths 
and breadth, and height ; its furniture and deco- 
ration, seemed magnificent to my unaccustomed 
eyes. If, on returning to rest at night, I had 
been asked to particularise any of the details, I 
should have been found at fault. What I par* 

l2 
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ticularly noticed first and last was the occupants 
of this room, and I hasten to introduce them to 
you. 

" Mr. Rycroft led me to a couch on which 
was reclined a lady in deep mourning. ' My 
niece, Miss Moore,' he said ; * your aunt, 
Catherine.' 

" I will confess to you that at the moment my 
heart was very full. Without altering her posi- 
tion, the lady held out both her hands and 
received mine. Then she drew me towards her 
and kissed my cheek, languidly. 

" ' I am glad to see you/ she said ; * very glad 
indeed. Go to your cousin.' 

•* I was already aware of the presence of a 
younger lady, who was reclining in an easy chair 
with a book in her hands. 

" ' Now you two, you are cousins, make friends 
directly, for I expect dinner is waiting,' said Mr. 
Rycroft. 

" Elizabeth Rycroft flung on the carpet the 
book she had been reading, and stood up with- 
out advancing a step forward. I went to her. 
She held out her hand to receive mine, but looked 
embarrassed. 

" 'Now kiss one another and have done with 
it/ bad Mr Rycroft. 
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"Elizabeth pouted. She was evidently a 
spoilt child, who was not accustomed to be 
ordered to do anything. I bent towards her, for 
she is considerably shorter in stature than myself, 
and finally she lifted her very rosy mouth and 
we exchanged a kiss. 

"'Elizabeth, my dear, ring the bell for 
Fanchion,' said Mrs. Rycroft ; * your cousin will 
like to go to her dressing-room before dinner, 
Catherine, come and sit by me for a minute/ 

" I walked back to the couch and seated my* 
self by its occupant. Mr. Rycroft had quitted 
the room. 

" * My dear,' said Mrs. Rycroft, * I hope you 
won't take it unkind of me if I don't speak much 
with you about your loss. Unhappily for me 
my feelings are very strong, and I dare not allow 
myself to dwell on dismal subjects. Before you 
was born I had losses by death ; and once in 
black seemed to be always in black, for one 
death followed another till I thought I should 
go out of my mind. I'm sure when Mr. Ry- 
croft wrote and said we were to go into mourn- 
ing, I was quite scarred. I'd bad experienoe, 
you know ; and when there's young people about, 
the consequences are serious. I'm older than you, 
my dear» and I know what wonders time works, 
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and I do hope we shall soon be able to be 
cheeifiil. We're in a neighbourhood that looks 
up to us, and we're used to be hospitable ; and 
this is an interruption that we didn't look for. 
Never mind, my dear. Oh, John, tell Fanchion 
she's wanted (the footman who had appeared 
disappeared). In my own mind, my dear, I'm 
quite sure that it's sinful to grieve overmuch. 
When my first husband died I was quite re- 
signed to the will of the Lord. I'd so many 
blessings left that I couldn't murmur ; and I've 
been rewarded for bearing patiently, and so may 
recommend my example to others. We'll not 
mention the subject again, ray dear ; it's more 
than enough to me to see black clothes about 
me. Fanchion, show Miss Moore to her dress- 
ing-room.' 

" I rose to follow the pert-looking, French 
^iting-maid, who, at this moment, made her 
appearance. Ah, Grace ! do not expect me to 
explain to thee all my feelings at this moment. 
Thou wilt know how readily, hadst thou been 
nigh, I should have turned to thy bosom and 
wept. Great God ! how gracious Thou art in 
allowing us to turn to Thee under all circum- 
stances and at all times ! 

'* With the help of Fanchion I washed my 
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face and hands, and smoothed my hair, and then 
descended to the dining-room. This also was a 
magnificent room, oak-pannelled and covered 
with portraits, executed, as I afterwards under- 
stood, by Holbein, Lely, Kneller, Reynolds, and 
Romilly, They were evidently family portraits, 
and, as sometimes happens in families, the same 
style of face and figure seemed to have been 
perpetuated through many generations. The 
latter was tall, stalwart, masculine in the women : 
the former, strong-featured, swarthy to grimness, 
yet nevertheless strikingly handsome in the 
men. I felt quite sure that these portraits re- 
presented a portion of the Osborne family, for 
the personal appearance of the present Mr. Os- 
borne had been described to me, and I at once 
recognised the likeness. I made no remark^ 
and asked no question, but again busied myself 
with wondering how this old family mansion 
could possibly have come into the possession of 
Mr. Rycroft. 

" The dinner promised to be first-rate. Ther 
was fish and soup to begin with, and both th^ 
footman and butler were waiting. A quiet cup 
of tea and the absence of those domestics would 
have pleased me much better. The glitter of 
costly plate and glass on the table and sideboard 
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did not gratify me. This specimen of the every- 
day style in which the Rycrofts lived impressed 
me with a due sense of their importance, but I 
did not like them any better for it. I said to 
myself, * I am surely altogether out of my place 
here.' 

" I was seated next Mrs. Rycroft at her left 
hand, and opposite me was a vacant chair. Eli- 
zabeth sat opposite, but near her father. I was 
wondering whether or not another guest was 
expected, when the footman handed me a plate 
of soup, delivered to him by his mistress. Then 
Mr. Rycroft exclaimed with impatience, ' Is she 
intending to come or not, do you think ?' 

" In a low tone Mrs. Rycroft said, * Never 
mind.' 

^* I glanced at Elizabeth, who just then uttered 
aa impatient exclamation. Her countenance 
was at once expressive of surprise and annoyance. 
* I didn't expect we should be bored with her/ 
she said, ' and she won't like it herself, you'll 
see. A disagreeable thing I' 

" * Silence ! ' said Mr. Rycroft ; * she must get 
used to it.' 

"Just then I heard the rustling of strange 
garments. Some one was gliding into the room. 
I again glanced at Elizabeth, whose face was 
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turned towards the door. Her countenance was 
strongly expressive of aversion, as she uttered the 
single word, * Boggart ! ' Then I was aware 
that some one was standing opposite me, and I 
looked up and beheld — an Apparition. 

" A tall, large-boned, attenuated woman, who 
resembled a disinterred corpse, rather than any- 
thing living. Her face, even to the lips, was 
bloodless, and as white as a naturally dark com- 
plexion would admit of its being. She wore no 
cap, and her long hair, perfectly white, was 
coiled round her head in a singular fashion. 
Her eyebrows were black ; her eyes, large, black, 
restless, and piercing. Her dress seemed to be 
of black serge, the sleeves were tight to the 
wrist, and the only relief to its heavy sombreness 
was a small linen collar, worn round the throat. 
Before a word was spoken, I knew that she was 
an Osborne. Instantly she fixed upon me those 
large, piercing eyes, and I shrank from their ex- 
pression, for it was perfectly malignant. She 
had pushed the chair away and remained standing. 

" * I did not expect this,' she exclaimed ; * you 
have deceived me.' 

'^AU this was sufficiently startling to me. 
She had not addressed herself to any indi^ddua], 
ber anger . seemed to be levelled at all present. 
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Her voice was singularly strong and deep toned ; 
it seemed to leave a vibration on my ear. 

"*It's only my niece/ said Mr. Rycroft. 
* We're quite a family party. Sit down. Miss 
Osborne.* 

" The malignant glance wandered from me 

to Mr. Rycrofib, and from him to Elizabeth and 
her mother. 1 never saw anything so expres- 
sive of intense hatred as it was. Notwithstanding 
this, and contrary to my expectation, Miss Os* 
borne took her seat at the table as she had been 
in a manner ordered to do. AU this time I 
had not been able to remove my gaze from her. 
I caught one hurried, frenzied, upward look, and 
then her eyelids dropped, her head bowed 
slightly, and she clasped her hands together. I 
thought she was about to utter a grace for her- 
self. I was mistaken. With an intensity of 
feeling that no language could give you an idea 
of, she uttered the single word, ' My ! * 

" The dinner proceeded as if nothing extraor- 
dinary had happened. Miss Osborne seemed to 
do justice to it. Mr. Rycroft astonished me by 
the immensity of his appetite. He ate of every 
dish, and that more than once ; and there were 
three courses, besides pastry, jellies, and blanc- 
mange. He asked me to take wine with him, 
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but did not pay the same compliment to Miss 
Osborne, who also took wine. A good deal of 
conversation went on, in which all joined except 
Miss Osborne, who did not speak, and was 
evidently not expected to speak. 

" At the conclusion of the meal, Mr. Rycroft 
pronounced grace. Miss Osborne rose from her 
chair, and first directing to us, severafly, the 
same malignant glance that I had noticed be* 
fore, she turned to leave the room. This Appa- 
rition, as I must still name her, seemed to fasd-* 
nate me so, that I could not help following hei^ 
with my eyes. Before reaching tl^p door, she 
stopped, stood still for a few seconds. I felt as 
sure, as if I had seen the act, that she had again 
clasped her hands together. In the same unut* 
terably profound tone, she again ejaculated that 
single word, * My ! ' Then she walked out, the 
footman holding the door open for her. 

" The table was speedily cleared ; dessert was 
placed upon it, and then the servants departed. 

" * Now,' said Mr. Rycroft, selecting a decanter, 
and filling his glass, 'let us enjoy ourselves. 
But first, Elizabeth, are there any letters for me ?* 

" Elizabeth said there were three or four, and 
fetched them. For a short time Mr. Rycroft 
was occupied in opening and reading these 
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epistles. Elizabeth seemed to be wholly occu- 
pied with a plate of walnuts. Mrs. Rycroft 
desired me to draw my chair closer to hers, and 
began speaking to ma in a low, confidential 
tone. 

" * You see, my dear, we have a disagreeable 
inmate,' she said ; ^ I mean Miss Osborne. She 
is touched here, as you could see' (Mrs. Rycroft 
put her hand to her head), ' and we have alto- 
gether a sad piece of work w^ith her. Your 
uncle undertook the guardianship of her nearly 
twenty years ago, and when I married him, I 
found that the charge of her fell chiefly on my- 
self. I can't tell you what a trouble it has been 
to me. When Elizabeth was a child, she was 
terribly frightened of her. I believe the ser- 
vants helped it on by always calling Miss Os- 
borne the * boggart' — that means a ghost, you 
know. For many years I was obliged to keep 
Miss Osborne out of her sight, or she would 
have screamed herself to death. Elizabeth still 
hates the sight of her, and altogether it is a 
great worry to me. I hope she won't be any 
annoyance to you, my dear. She doesn't take 
any meal with us, except dinner, and not that 
when there's company. She seeofis to know 
that she is iK>t &t for oompany ; and you might 
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obsen'e that she was in a rage just now because 
you were here. She's got her own rooms, and 
her own servant, a woman who has been used 
to mad people — we had her from one of the 
hospitals. She's not at all dangerous, you know, 
and I hope you don't feel afraid of her/ 

" I assured her that I had not the least fear. • 

" * She's been a great charge to me as I've 
told you,' continued Mrs. Rycroft ; " when 
there's anything extra to do for her, I must do it. 
It would be a great help to me if Elizabeth wasn't 
so timorous ; she won't take any part at all to 
lighten my burden. Miss Osborne has her 
own carriage, and she takes an airing every day ; 
and your uncle won't hear of her going out with 
only Mrs. Sumner — that's her keeper ; so I'm 
obliged to keep them company. I assure you 
this is a great trial to me every day of my life.' 

" Something beyond the desire of relieving Mrs. 
Rycroft prompted me to say, * I shall be very 
happy to relieve you of this duty occasionaUy, if 
you can trust me. I am not at all afraid of 
Miss Osborne, and I am sure I should like it.' 

" * That's very good of you,' said Mrs. Rycroft. 
* Oh, I see you'll be very useful to me, and a 
great comfort. You look steady, and you've 
steady ways I can see. Elizabeth has been a 
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bit spoilt, and she's of such a lively turn, she 
won't bear anything to fret her. Then, my 
dear, you and me will go out with Miss Os- 
borne till she gets used to your company, and 
then you and Sumner can manage. You see, 
she doesn't want any of us, but it don't do to let 
people think we neglect her. It's only the look 
of the thing. One thing you must mind — 
never speak to her. If she says anything wild, 
you'll know what's the matter with her ; to be 
sure she has the wildest fancies in the world ; 
but she doesn't talk, except to herself, when she's 
alone. Well, I really do feel thankful.' 

*' Having finished his letters, Mr. Rycroft 
began to enjoy himself. He drank wine freely ; 
he opened a conversation in which Elizabeth did 
not join, and in which I did not play a con- 
spicuous part. I cannot allow that my having 
been accustomed to the society of highly culti- 
vated and intelligent persons has spoiled me for 
all other society. When people are hearty and 
natural, I feel at home with them at once. But 
it is a fact that I did not feel at home with my 
new-found relatives. Mr. Rycroft cannot speak 
on any. subject without offensively obtruding his 
own im|)ortance. He is not an educated man ; 
not a naturally intelligent man ; he can be rough 
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sometimes, but not in the right way. I could 
forget his possessions, and forgive his pride in 
them, and overlook his evident ignorance, if, like 
some others who have made a wonderful rise in 
the world, he would boldly and honestly boast of 
the great things he has achieved by means of 
some power inherent in himself. Mr. Rycroft 
has no frankness of that or any other kind about 
him. He is boastful in his own close and re-r 
pelling way, which precludes any sympathy. He 
talked to me, as he avowed, with the object of 
cheering me up. He spoke of families in the 
neighbourhood who would be well inclined to 
make much of me ; of connections of his else- 
where that it would be highly advantageous for 
me to be brought into contact with. What he 
had once promised to do he was inclined to per- 
form,' and he had power enough and to spare, 
' Get over your troubles, Catherine,* he said, 
' and then look as high as you like ; I'll help 
you through.' This was the style of his conver- 
sation. You will at once perceive the imperti- 
nence of it, and the arrogance of the man, and his 
perfect self-sufficiency. It did not once occur 
to him that I might not be thankful for this 
kind of patronage, least of all that I could object 
to it. Mrs. Rycroft was equally boastful in her 
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own way. She said she found her's a very re- 
sponsible situation indeed, as the leader and chief 
personage in a very wealthy and populous neigh- 
bourhood. 1 must witness one of her grand en- 
tertainments before I could understand what was 
expected of her, and what she had to do. Mrs. 
Rycroft could not help thinking that riches were 
a great snare ; people seemed to expect her to 
forget that she had a soul to attend to. 

"Throughout all this I made myself most 
atrociously and deceitfully amiable. What else 
could I do ? I had no resource in Elizabeth, who 
had retreated to an easy chair by the fire, and 
fallen asleep, or pretended to do so. Mrs. Ry- 
croft informed me confidentially, that Elizabeth 
had been greatly annoyed at having to go into 
mourning, as several balls on which she had 
greatly reckoned must be postponed or not 
attended by her in consequence. I do believe 
that Mrs. Rycroft had no idea of making me feel 
uncomfortable ; in her own way she was as out- 
spoken as any one could desire. 

*' And I do not pretend to say that the young 
lady's affliction, and my particular share in bring- 
ing it about, troubled me very much. I, as you 
know, Grace, have seen something of the real 
afflictions of life ; and I have little sympathy with 
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such as are trifling or imaginary. It was strange 
that I, coining to this house with every wish to 
take to my heart its ostensible inmates, should 
in less than an hour after my arrival find all my 
interest centering in an individual whom I had 
not expected to meet ; of whom I had previously 
heard nothing ; and who, for the most distress- 
ing and humiliating reasons in the world, seemed 
utterly cut off from myself. True it is that 
Miss Osborne, who seemed so thoroughly to 
detest her guardian and his family, and myself as 
one of the family ; who appeared to me at once 
as the mere wreck of a human being, so that 
there could be no hope of intercourse between us, 
alone made any impression on my heart. Re- 
member that if I had not been told she was 
insane, I should mer^y have thought that she 
was unutterably miserable. That was my first 
. impression, and It abides with me. Think of 
her living in this state twenty years ! a mockery 
to the servants, a terror to the young child who 
grew up to hold her in aversion ; a trouble and 
distress altogether to Mrs. Rycroft ; and to Mr. 
Rycroft — what ? And all this has befallen her 
in her own home, of which strangers are now 
the masters. I do not understand why she 19 
not now a raving maniac, instead of the sternly- 
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endui*ing woman that she seems to be to me. 
How did all this happen at first ? Twenty years 
ago, she must have h^een a young \yoman. And, 
Grace, Mr. Osborne must be her brother, or her 
cousin. I wonder if the Rycrofts will ever 
fi^eak of Mr. Osborne. I shall wait and see. 

" The timepiece struck nine o'clock, when tea 
was announced. Shortly afterwards, all the 
household was assembled for prayers. There 
were more servants, male and female, than I 
could count. When they had retired, we also 
prepared to retire to rest. Mr. and Mrs. Rycroft 
kissed me when they bade me good night ; but 
Elizabeth only lightly placed her hand in mine, 
and then hurried away. Elizabeth evidently 
does not feel disposed to be friendly with me. 
Is it possible that she can be thus hostile because 
through my means she has been compelled to 
wear mourning for a short time ? I cannot tell 
to what lengths a spoilt child may go, but I feel 
aorry that Elizabeth is not more friendly, because 
I like her appearance, which I will describe 
to you. 

" In figure she is shorter than I am, and very 
plump, and not ungraceful. Her face is round 
and rosy, her eyes and hair dark brown, her 
mouth a little too large» her nose short and thick, 
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her forehead low and narrow. This face b 
neither intellectual nor beautiful, but the brilliant 
complexion seems to set it off and defy you to 
find fault with its details. When Elizabeth 
laughs, she is a perfect picture of good humour. 
On the other hand, when she is out of temper, 
that low forehead of hers can scowl sadly. But 
what I admire in her, and what makes me for- 
bear with her, is a childlike look, and a childish- 
ness of manner altogether, especially when she is 
pouting. If she was not so big, I should be 
tempted to take her on my knee and ask what 
was the matter with her. As it is, I must still 
bear with Elizabeth as I would with a child. 

* * Mrs. Ry croft has been very like her daughter ; 
she is now very stout, but still good-looking ; she 
is younger than her husband ; illiterate, as you 
will have observed ; common-place in character 
and very weakly vain ; but friendly to me as far 
as the poverty of her nature will admit of her 
appearing or being friendly. I lay thinking, not 
of her, but of Miss Osborne, until I fell asleep. 

" Yesterday morning I was awakened by Fan- 
chion, who brought me a cup of chocolate. The 
animal wants of every one in this bouse are well 
attended to. Through my window, looking to- 
wards the east, the sunshine was streaming 
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brightly, and I arose and dressed myself in haste, 
declining the services of Fanchon, who expressed a 
great desire to arrange my hair in a diflFerent style. 
Finally, I think she quitted me in a pet. This 
is a large old mansion, and upstairs there are 
many rambling galleries. I had some difficulty 
in steering my way to the ground floor. On 
arriving there, the first sight that presented itself 
to me through the open hall-door was Elizabeth 
mounted on a spirited horse. In her riding 
habit and hat decorated with a . drooping black 
feather, she looked very handsome. I went out 
and shook hands with her. She told me she had 
just returned from a scamper ^f six miles, and 
seemed much more affable than she had been on 
the preceding night. As you know, Grace, and 
thanks to the alleged delicacy of constitution that 
induced the doctors to prescribe horse exercise 
for me, I am myself a fearless rider, and I envied 
Elizabeth her scamper of six miles amidst scenery 
as beautiful, perhaps, as is to be met with anywhere. 
1 fear I envied the rich glow of health on her face. 
At any rate I admired it. I must inform you 
that when I made my appearance she was in 
conversation with a youth apparently about fif- 
teen years of age. He had a fine open coun- 
tenance, and I thought he resembled some 
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one I had seen before. Presently Elizabeth 
said, 

" * This is Chtrles Trevor, Miss Moore ; Char* 
ley, this is my cousin/ 

" * Oh, Fve heard all about her/ said Charles, 
looking at me with his merry eyes. 

" * Indeed,' I said, ' you have the advantage 
of me ; I never heard of you before.' 

" * I heard all about you from my brother who 
saw you last night,' said the boy. * I won't 
tell you what he said, but he's been quizzed about 
it rarely/ 

" * Mr. Lawrence Trevor is smitten with youj^ 
charms, Miss Moore,' said Elizabeth, leaping 
lightly from her horse. * There, Charley, lead 
him round, and then come and take a second 
breakfast with us.' 

" Elizabeth tripped into the house, and Charles 
Trevor moved oflF with her horse. For an instant 
I felt rather foolish, left standing there alone. 
Fortunately I was attracted by the scene lying 
before and around me. The park seemed to be 
of great extent, and in the distance, where the 
trees grew thickest, the rich varieties of foliage and 
of autumnal tints were beautiful to see. The 
park had originally been laid out by skilful hands. 
At intervals the ground rose abruptly to a con- 
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niderable height, and groups of noble trees, scat- 
tered here and there, half hid and half revealed 
the most picturesque spots. Glimmering amid 
the foliage of trees appeared more than one broad 
sheet of water that reflected back the pale but 
brilliant sunshine. The early dew still sparkled 
amidst the long grass ; and on an eminence at 
some distance stood an an tiered deer, that pre- 
sentiy darted away and again appeared at intervals 
in vistas formed by the swelling ground and clus« 
tering trees. 

" Among the things for which I should be 
inclined to covet wealth, if I gave my mind to 
eovetousness of that kind, is the power of sur- 
rounding oneself with whatever is most beau- 
tiful in nature. I love well the wild, uncultivated 
scenery that is ever the grandest ; but an old 
ancestral domain like this has also peculiar 
charms for me. Unbonnetted as I was, I should 
wdi have liked to start forth on an exploring 
expedition, and I had quite forgotten my recent 
annoyance, when a servant appeared, to tell me 
that breakfast was waiting. I turned away, 
feeling that my heart and eyes had been alike 
refreshed, and entered the house. 

''At the breakfast-table, besides Charles 
Trevor, I found another guest, who was intro- 
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duced to me by the name of Dr. Frank. He 
was a stout, jovial-looking man, about forty-five 
years of age. He was evidently one of those 
favoured mortals, who greatly enjoy life from 
day to day, and who meet with no obstacle to 
their enjoyment for a lengthened term. I said 
to myself, involuntarily, this man has a happy 
home. He seemed to be brimming over with 
good humour. He was all cordiality with me, 
and said he knew I should speedily become one 
of his favourites. Mr. Rycroft, on the contrary, 
was out of temper. His countenance is very 
repulsive at such times ; he is not open even in 
expressing his wrath, and he looks vindictive. 
The effect of this is not to excite fear, but 
dislike only, for he does not possess the dignity 
or force of character necessary to rouse in others 
any positive passion. I saw that Mrs. Rycroft's 
face was also overclouded. Elizabeth and 
Charles Trevor chatted and laughed together, 
taking no notice of any one. 

" Presently I was made to comprehend that 
Dr. Frank had been called up early, in order to 
attend upon a woman, who, during the nightp 
had been half killed by a drunken husband. 
He had found her seriously injured, and the 
husband had absconded. ' The doctor had a 
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peculiar difficulty to contend with in this case I 
he was not quite sure, he said, that the woman 
would recover ; a great deal depended on good 
nursing, and the bad character of husband and 
wife had occasioned them to be held in general 
abhorrence, so that no one seemed willing to 
attend to her in this extremity. The man, 
Dick Hallett, had been heard to declare since 
committing this outrage, that Mr. Rycrofit would 
see him safely through, and he didn't care. He 
kept himself out of the way, nevertheless. 

" * I never could understand why you always 
took Hallett's part,' said Mrs. Rycrofl, address- 
ing her husband . ' You know I always consi- 
dered it a disgrace to us.' 

" ^ You know nothing about it,' said Mr. 
Rycroft, impatiently. * If Hallett had possessed 
a decent wife, he would have been a decent man. 
It was her drunken habits that ruined him.' 

" * You mean to say, then,' said Dr. Frank, 
* that, like our first ancestor, only with a slight 
alteration, Hallett may declare, " The woman 
tempted n>e, and I did drink." I do not believe 
a word of it. Gervase told me this morning, 
thitt his mother, like himself, is a teetotaller, 
and always has been one. A woman of strong 
passions she may be, but I charge all her 
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violence on her husband's conduct and treat- 
ment. I never attended her before, but having 
done so now, I protest that her constitution is 
not that of an habitual hard drinker. She has 
had the reputation of being one these six- 
teen years, and I begin to feel that she has been 
hardly used.' 

^ " * But, Dr. Frank,' said Mr. Rycroft, ' you 
know that Hallett has always kept the vilest' of 
company, and that his wife always made that 
sort of people welcome at her house. If any 
decent body went near her, she drove them 
away. When the poor little curate, Mr. Brook, 
once went to visit her, she threw all sorts of 
things at him, and would have murdered him if 
he hadn't gone off. If nobody will help her 
now, it's her own fault.' 

" * Pooh I she acted according to her bus- 
band's orders,' said Dr. Frank. * Peggy Hallett 
is the most devoted of wives — that's the great 
secret. Hasn't he beaten her nearly to a mum- 
my more than a hundred times before this, and 
did anybody ever hear of her complaining ? She 
does not complain of him now. In spite of his 
blows and abuse, and ill-treatment altogether, 
she cleaves to him. If he could beat the love out 
of her, she might become a respectable woman ; 
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you look astonished, Miss Moore, but I never 
was more in earnest in my life. Ah, Rycroft, 
two easy-going fellows like you and me, may 
never know to what lengths a woman's devotion 
will go 1 If I say a wrong word to Mrs. Frank, 
she's up in arms in a moment, and I'm glad to 
make peace on the most ignoble terms. I con- 
fess I don't understand it all/ 

•** * It all depends upon how you married peo- 
ple begin life/ said Charles Trevor, turning his 
saucy face towards us. ' Dick Hallett beats his 
wife once a day, and twice on Sunday for a treatt 
That's how they manage, and she's used to it. 
You see if she doesn't get over this.' 

** * You're a young villain, Charles,* said Dr. 
FVank, looking as angry as he could. ' I left 
Gervase waiting on his mother, and I know he 
reckons on your help, for he told me you would 
be sure to come to him. This is no joke, I can 
tell you.' 

" * 111 not fail Gervase,* said Charles Trevor, 
rising ; * I was just about to start before you 
said that. I like Gervase ; I like him because 
he always took his mother's part. Didn't I 
always take it when nobody would believe me, 
not even you ? Gervase and I have been like 
brothers. I taught him to read and write, and 
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he taught me to swim and row, and climb the 
rocks like a wild goat. You just tell them at 
home that I've hired myself out. I'll stick to 
Gervase as long as I can#be of any use to him.* 

" * God bless the boy !' exclaimed Dr. Frank, 
as the former darted out of the room ; * he's a 
true Trevor, though a wild one ; a better heart 
never beat. What he says is true though IVe 
taken upon myself to rebuke him. But the 
woman must not be left to the sole care of those 
two lads. It's my opinion that she has some- 
thing of importance on her mind, at least I judge 
so, from a few words she let drop. I've been 
looking for our vicar, who isn't at home, and to 
tell you the truth I came here in search of him. 
I think he ought to see her. She's a little ram- 
bling, and before long she may be delirious.' 

" * What — what did she say then ? — what 
did you hear ?' asked Mr. Rycrofk, 

" His voice had undergone such a change 
that I could not help looking at him. He was 
visibly agitated. His usually ruddy complexion 
was now of a pale purplish colour; his hands 
shook so that the cup and saucer he held rattled 
together. He placed these on the table. 

" * I understood from her words that Gervas6 
was not Hallett's son/ said Dr. Frank. * Ger- 
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vase himself understood that much, and in the 
midst of his grief he leaped up wild with joy, 
* say that again, mother,' he exclaimed ; * say 
that again ; tell me that I may look up like a 
man !' She had been rambling, I suspect ; for 
she wouldn't say anything more just then. For 
my part, I don't believe that GerVaee is her son 
either ; and for the young man's sake I should 
like all the truth to come out.' 

" * What is the mattter with you, father ?* 
asked Elizabeth, sharply. 

** * Good gracious, John, what is the matter ?* 
exclaimed Mrs. Rycroft, rising and approaching 
him ; ' you look quite ill V Dr. Frank, I thought, 
seemed to be too indifferent. 

" * It's nothing — nothing, I tell you,' said Mr. 
Rycroft, motioning her back. * Sit down and be 
quiet. I've not got over the fatigue of my jour- 
ney. Dr. Frank. A little rest will set me aU right,' 

'* ' I'm sorry I troubled you on this matter,' 
said Dr. Frank. * I think I must write you out 
a prescription before leaving you. Elizabeth, 
give me pen and ink.' 

" ' Don't move, Elizabeth,' said Mr. Rycroft, 
peremptorily. *Dr. Frank, sit still and hear 
what I have to say. I'm much obliged to you 
for letting me know this ; it was right that I 
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should know it. As you all say, I've been too 
much of a friend to that vagabond, Hallett. I 
believed all his tales against his wife, and now I 
ought to make her some amends. Leave her 
to me. 111 provide a nurse and whatever else 
may be necessary ; 111 visit her myself. If you 
meet the vicar, Dr. Frank, send him to me; 
when will you see her again ?' 

" ' Not till the afternoon, unless I'm fetched/ 
said Dr. Frank ; * Fve other patients to visit. 
But there can be no occasion for you to take all 
this trouble and charge on yourself, Mr. Ryerofk/ 

" * That's my business/ said Mr. Rycroft, who 
had resumed his natural manner along with his 
natural colour. ' This is just a case for Miss 
Osborne to interfere with. Deeds of charity 
form the only pleasure of her life, as you all know. 
I shall mention the circumstances to her, and 
she'll supply whatever, money is needed at once. 
You see I shall not be at any cost.' 

'' ' I did not myself regard it as a case requir- 
ing charity,' said Dr. Frank. * Everybody knows 
that Dick Hallett is never without plenty of 
money, though it's a marvel to all where he 
gets it.' 

" * Dr. Frank,' I said — I could not help saying 
it ; ' for the honour of your town do not leave 
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me to suppose that you really could not find a 
nurse willing to attend to this poor woman. Are 
you aware that you ssud as much ?' 

"*I am glad you mentioned it/ he said, 
laughing slightly. ' I was angry and made the 
worst of a bad case. It is true that two or three 
respectable nurses on whom I called refiised 
point blank. You don't understand what a 
strong prejudice there is against the Hallets. 
Peggy herself never would allow a neighbour to 
go near her, so she has no friends. But I've no 
doubt that common humanity will drive many to 
her without asking. Of course I could have got 
a nurse out of the Workhouse, and that's what 
I meant to do before going home. So I must 
leave it all in your hands, Mr. Ryeroft ?' 

" * Yes ; leave everything to me ; FU see about 
it directly; I really feel interested about this 
young man, Gervase. The sooner something is 
done, the better ; so good mornings Dr. Frank.' 

" Dr. Frank took his leave, and for a minute 
or two we all remained silent.. At length Mrs. 
Ryeroft said, * I can't think why you didn't leave 
Dr. Frank to get a nurse. He's the proper 
person to do it. I hope you don't expect me to 
trouble 'myself with looking for one.' 

** ' I don't expect anything of the sort/ said 
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Mr. Rycroft ; ' but if I wished you to nurse this 
woman yourself, I should expect you to do it. 
And the fact is, Mrs. Rycroft, I should like to 
send a nurse from my own house. I suppose 
not one amongst your pampered servants would 
choose to go ?' 

" * Tm sure not one of them should go,* said 
Mrs. Rycroft. * I never heard of such a thing.' 

" * I believe my father is expecting me to offer 
my services,' said Elizabeth, looking up from a 
newspaper she was reading. 

" ' I ought to have so brought you up that 
you would be ready to do my bidding, whatever 
it might be,' said Mr. Rycroft. * You know, or 
ought to know — if you don't, your cousin Cathe- 
rine may be able to tell you — that on the con- 
tinent, ladies of the highest rank employ them- 
selves in waiting on the poorest people when 
they are sick, both at their own homes and in 
hospitals ; and they don't consider it degrades 
them. What do you think about it, Catherine ?' 

"Mr. Rycroft looked at me as he spoke. I 
thought there was a good deal of meaning in his 
look. I felt sure he did not merely wish me to 
chime in with his opinion. He certainly expected 
that / should offer my personal services. For 
reasons of my own, I held back. 
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" ' It is true that such is the custom on the 
continent, and it is a very good one/ I said. 
* The Catholic Church enjoins such acts of hu- 
miliation. But I believe it is only the destitute 
poor who are so attended. Those who can pay 
for attendance should do so, I think ; else the 
professional nurses would fare badly.' 

" Mr. Rycroft frowned darkly ; he positively 
writhed in his chain. I saw he was digging his 
nails into his palms. Elizabeth glanced at him 
for an instant, then rose up and walked out of 
the room. Considering how much the case of 
this poor woman had agitated and was continu- 
ing to agitate him, I could not avoid supposing 
that she had some important secret in her keep- 
ing, which he dreaded being divulged during the 
threatened wandering of her mind, I began to 
imagme that this might have some reference to 
the insanity, real or pretended, of Miss Osborne. 
I was intensely interested ; I quite made up my 
mind to offer my services as nurse to this poor 
woman, but I wished to receive further proof 
of the importance of my doing so to Mr. 
Rycroft. 

" * What in the world is to be done, then ?' 
said Mr. Rycroft. ' I suppose I had better send 
one of the servants to look for a nurse. I can 
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only think of the workhouse, and that's where 
Dr. Frank was going himself/ 

" * A workhouse nurse won't do in this case/, 
said Mr. Rycroft impatiently. * How the woman 
talks!' 

" * It's how you talk, I think. I never heard 
anything like it ! whatever do you mean ? Do 
you really want me to go ? Or perhaps you'd 
like to ask Miss Moore. That would be a nice 
way of showing your niece oflf !* 

" Mr. Rycroft glanced furtively at me as she 
spoke. I again read in his look what he hoped 
or expected from me. I began to pity him, so 
I said : ' If I can really be of any use, especially 
if no one else is to be had, I am quite willing to 
go at once. I assure you, Mrs. Rycroft, that I 
have had considerable experience ^amongst the 
sick, both in my own home and the houses of 
the poor. In this same way my mother was a 
great benefactor to her kind, and she bequeathed 
me her example. Only two months ago I 
attended the death-bed of an old servant, who 
died in the workhouse. You see, Mrs. Rycroft, 
you need make no objection on my account. I 
positively should like to go ; I feel interested in 
this poor woman and her son.' 

'* * Now, Mrs. Rycroft,' said Mr. Rycroft, rising 
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from his chair and brightening up, * this is my 
niece, and I'm proud of her. She's independent, 
and acts as she likes, and does what she likes, 
and cares for nobody. My niece is too much of 
a lady to mind people's opinions. Recollect that 
I expect everybody to honour her as a lady ought 
to be honoured ; them that don't, won't come 
here. Catherine, come with me to the library ; 
I've something to say to you.' 

" As I spoke, Mrs. Rycroft reddened violently, 
and I saw that she intended to remonstrate ; but 
what her husband said evidently cowed her. All 
this was very unsatisfactory, but I said nothing 
more> and followed Mr. Rycroft out of the room. 
We entered the library together. There were 
few books in it, but in other respects it was 
handsomely furnished. Mr. Rycroft placed me 
in a chair, and seated himself opposite. 

" * Now, Catherine,' he began (I noticed that 
he laboured under considerable constraint, and 
that he rarely looked me full in the face), * I'm 
very much pleased to see that you've the sort of 
spirit that'll be a credit to me and mine, as well 
as to yourself. That sort of spirit belongs to 
good blood ; common people haven't got it, and 
we don't want them to understand it. Now, I 
know you can be very discreet, and I'll trust a 
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secret to you. You see that we've got a charge 
on our hands — a very troublesome one — I mean 
the lady you saw last night, Miss Osborne. Of 
course, you understand that she isn't in her right 
mind. She was left in my charge by her father, 
twenty years ago. There's a history connected 
with her, but I'm not at liberty to tell you that. 
I'm forced to say that she disgraced herself and 
her family. Now, I believe there's only three 
people in the world know anything about this 
disgrace — myself and Dick Hallett and his wife. 
I've felt myself bound in honour to keep this 
secret at any price, but keeping it has been the 
torment of my life. You heard it said just now 
that I always favoured Dick Hallett. Curse him ! 
I've spent a fortune on him, in order to stop his 
tongue. He stopped his wife's tongue. Now 
you will understand the danger that threatens. 
This woman is left alone ; she's in a state to say 
anything without intending to say it; and if 
anybody is to hear her, everything may become 
known. Of course, that wouldn't hurt me, in 
reputation or pocket; but it would hurt my 
feelings, and I know there's one that would 
hardly survive such a blow. Miss Osborne has 
a brother — ' 

" Mr. Rycroft did not stop; I interrupted him. 
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* Mr. Osborne, the barrister, is her brother, then ?' 
I said. ' I thought so when I saw her.' 

" * How ! do you know Mr. Osborne ? ' ex- 
claimed Mr. Rycroft, his face darkening. 

" ' Only by report,' I said. * His personal 
appearance had been described to me» and I 
traced the resemblance in her, and also in the 
portraits. The family likeness is very marked.' 

" * Yes, see one Osborne you've seen all,' said 
Mr. Rycroft. * Mr. Osborne won't own his 
sister, won't look upon her at all. She has a 
dread of him. If we wanted to frighten her to 
death, we only need tell her her brother was 
coming. They've been a proud family, Cathe- 
rine ; pride drove nearly all of them mad. I, as 
an old friend of the family, have respect and love 
for them ; and they've trusted to me for help, 
and ril help them to the last, whatever it costs 
me. You see what Miss Osborne is — quite a 
wreck. It would not signify to her if her dis 
grace was proclaimed all over Europe ; but i 
would be the death of her brother. You'vi 
heard of him, you say ; you must have heard 
that he's a fine, clever fellow. Now, for his 
sake, Catherine, you must help us at this pinch.' 
** For his sake ! You must not laugh at me, 
Grace^ when I confess that; at the moment^ some 
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echo in my heart seemed to repeat those words. 
I became very brave on a sudden, and more in- 
tensely interested. I respected Mr. Rycroft more 
than I had hitherto done, and began to put con- 
fidence in him. I urged him to let me depart 
at once. 

" * You're right, there's no time to be lost,' 
he said. ' Prepare yourself to be away some days, 
and be quick. TU order the carriage ; I shall 
go with you.' 

" I hurriedly packed up a small parcel, in- 
cluding pens and writing-paper, put on my bon- 
net and cloak, and walked down stairs. The 
hall door was open, Mr. Rycroft stood on the 
steps, and the carriage was waiting. I paused 
a minute, thinking that Mrs. Rycroft would make 
her appearance, and wishing to speak with her 
before I went ; but Mr. Rycroft beckoned me 
forward, and hurried me into the carriage. 

" * It's of no use contending with your aunt 
about the matter,' he said, as we drove away ; 
^ she has her own notions, but when I return 
home I'll make it all right. She's very high, is 
your aunt ; she's used to being looked up to ; 
and she can't bear the thought of anybody be- 
longing to her doing what's beneath them to do. 
I'll get her to see it all in the right light without 
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letting her into our secret ; you* understand. As 
a rule, I never trust women with secrets ; and it 
would worry her to death to have such a matter 
on her mind. Oh, she'll be quite pleasant when 
you meet again. You'll see that shell be the 
first to inform everybody of the doings of her 
eccentric niece. I know her.' 

" How readily our moods change ! I began 
to feel annoyed. I did not like the idea of Mrs. 
Rycroft informing everybody of the doings of her 
eccentric niece. I found that I had not acted 
with such prudence as I intended. I meant that 
Mr. Rycroft should speak out before I acted ; 
and, instead of that, the proposal had come from • 
myself. Both Mr. and Mrs. Rycroft could bear 
witness to that. Mr. Rycroft also might with 
impunity marvel at the eccentricity of his niece ; 
and very probably it would suit his purpose to 
do so. I imagined how disdainfully Elizabeth 
would toss her head. Here I had got myself 
into a scrape, through boasting of my philan- 
thropy! I began to feel very foolish. I tried 
to think of Mr. Osborne. At other times, 
cannot I think of him without trying ? We can 
only banish our best thoughts when we feel that 
we must blush in their presence. 

" On the way, Mr. Rycroft gave me some 



THE EXPERIENCE OF LIFE. 183 

instructions as to how I was to act. As much 
as possible, I was to remain alone with the 
woman ; to admit no visitor except the doctor, 
on the plea of keeping her quiet ; above all, I 
was to keep her son out of her room. What- , 
ever she might give utterance to, bearing on 
the subject he had named, I was to store in my 
mind, or write down and repeat to himself alone. 

" You'll be doing the woman herself a great 
service,' said Mr. Rycroft, *for if she blabs, 
her husband will as sure murder her as she's 
born. It suits Dick himself to keep the secret, 
for he makes money by it. It would be a good 
thing if they were both in heaven ; they and ' — 
he stopped abruptly, and bit his lip, till the blood 
started. 

" Now, Grace, just consider us as a couple of 
benevolent persons bound on an errand of 
mercy. That was our aspect before the world^ 
Mr. Rycroft, I felt convinced, had a keener 
sense of the degradation of the position in which 
I was about to place myself, than his wife had. 
I saw how the affair disgusted him even in this 
one phase of it ; and for my satisfaction, I felt 
convinced that my evident sincerity had inspired 
his contempt, though he was fain to make use of 
i t. His own terror was real enough ; but then 
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it seemed scarcely natural to me that such a man 
as Mr. Rycroft should be genuinely and gene- 
rously concerned for others. Was there not 
some fear for self in all this ? Was not this 
great uncle of mine, who would not meet my 
full look, aware that I might learn 'more re- 
specting some secret of his own than he would 
at all like if there was any help for it ? I began 
to feel very shrewd and important, though I did 
not at all like my position. But trust a woman 
for keeping on the track when she has once 
scented a mystery. I would not have turned 
back if I could. We drove past the town, 
which lay to the right of us, and shortly after- 
wards came in view of the sea. I saw several 
cottages lying detached, and here and there 
boats were moored on the sand, and nets were 
spread out to dry. I supposed that these were 
the abodes of fishermen. The sun was shining 
gloriously, the wind blew freshly, and the sea 
was sufficiently agitated to fill the ear with a 
pleasant murmur. A single vessel, with all its 
sails spread, was bearing away in the far dis- 
tance. • Many thoughts, tender and sad and 
strange, rushed upon me as I surveyed this 
scene. Little more than twelve months ago I 
passed some weeks on this same coast, with my 
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father — at Scarborough. In less than two months 
how the scenes of life had been shifted for me ! 
My old home had become desolate ; only yester- 
day I entered, for the first time, the home of 
relations whose very existence was unknown to 
me ; and to-day, I was bound on this singular 
errand. Amidst many thoughts, this also oc- 
curred — that Mr. Osborne formed the one link 
that, for me, connected this present with the 
past. 

" I was roused by the carriage stopping. We 
got out, and Mr. Rycroft ordered the man to 
drive home, as he intended to walk back. I, 
carrying my parcel, followed Mr. Rycroft, who 
struck across a piece of waste ground to which 
the tide seemed to come up, for it was inter- 
laced with sea-weed. I looked before us, and 
saw no sign of a human habitation ; but a ridge 
of rocks terminating in a bold headland, whose 
base was washed by the sea-waves, intercepted 
our view. 

" • That's Halletfs place,' said Mr. Rycroft, 
pointing towards this rocky ridge ; * that's his 
stronghold, from which he cannot be dislodged, 
confound him ! You may see the smoke curl- 
ing up there, among the crags. When he first 
came to these parts he found a cavern there 
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and burrowed in it for some time with his wife 
and child. Then he set to work and constructed 
a sort of house. He did it aU wi.h his own 
hands, and you'll find it a rough place.* I hope 
nobody's got there before us.' 

" As he spoke, I discovered this rude habita- 
tion. A low, but very substantial wall, built of 
blocks of grey-stone of all shapes and sizes, ran 
in front of it. Within a few feet of this wall 
stood the dwelling-house, equally rough and 
strong, and evidently built by the same hand. 
The small, deep-set windows, shewed the im- 
mense thickness of the walls. The roof, sloping 
down from a lower projection of the sheltering 
rocks, was covered with peat-moss that seemed 
to flourish, for it had spread beyond its original 
bounds, and hung in broad patches over the 
eaves. It looked altogether an antiquated place ; 
I should have guessed that it had been built two 
or three centuries ago. 

" Mr. Rycroft was the first to enter the low, 
open doorway. A descent of two steps led to 
the interior. Before I had time to notice any- 
thing else, my attention was arrested by seeing 
Charles Trevor, in his shirt-sleeves, kneeling 
before a stick fire, and blowing with all his might, 
in order to spread the refractory flame that 



THE EXPERIENCE OP LIFE. 187 

flickered apparently amid wet fuel. His cheeks 
were distended with this operation when he 
turned his face towards us. I thought that he 
might not like to be so taken by surprise ; but 
he soon convinced me that he was quite at his 
ease, and in his element. 

" * What the deuce are you doing there V 
asked Mr. Rycroft, sharply. 

" * Tm making myself useful/ said Charles, 
coolly turning to the fire again, after surveying 
us. * If you'll sit down, Gervase will be here 
in a minute. He's with his mother just now. 
We're going to cure her between us ;' and he 
blew at the fire again with all his might. 

" Mr. Rycrofl looked at the boy with a malevo" 
lent — really a malevolent, scowl on his face. 

* Leave that foolery, and tell the young man 
he's wanted,' he said. * I can't wait here all 
day.' 

" *I^m not about any foolery, and if you can^t 
wait, I daresay you can go,' said Charles, pertly. 

* Look here, Miss Moore,' he continued, turning 
to me, * old Nancy Rutt came in a little while 
ago, and she looked at Peggy. She brought a 
bundle of herbs with her, and told me and Ger- 
vase to boil them in two quarts of water till the 
water was reduced ^ -- int, and then bathe 
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Peggy's bruises with the lotion. That's what 
we're going to do. Gervase let the fire go out, 
and IVe just lighted it. Here's the herbs and 
water, all ready in the pot.' 

" The pot, an old-fashioned one with three legs, 
was swung over the fire by a hook. Experience 
has taught me to place some little faith in the 
nostrums of old women, and I felt strongly in- 
dined to induct myself in my new service by 
helping Charles, who was evidently a bungler 
at his work. I placed my parcel on a table, 
threw aside my bonnet and cloak, and advanced 
to the fire-place. 

" ' This will never do, Charles,' I said ; ' we 
must have more wood or some coal. Have you 
no coal ?' 

" The boy, still on his knees, looked up at me 
with surprise, * Yes, there's plenty of coal/ he 
said. 

" ' Then fetch some.' 

" He obeyed at once, went out, and returned 
with a shovel-fiill. I, in turn, went down on 
my knees and carefully inserted the bits of coal 
where the flame of the sticks burnt brightest. 
My back was towards Mr. Rycroft, so that I 
could not see how he looked, or what he was 
doing. Charles Trevor kept at my side. 
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" * Whoever would have thought of you being 
here?' he exclaimed. 'Did you come to see Peggy?' 

" * Like you, I came to make myself useful,' 
I saM ; ' I intend to nurse Peggy till she is 
weU/ 

" ' Now you're joking, Miss Moore. You're 
not? Then I'll tell you what, you're a joUy 
good soul ! I say, Miss Moore ' — 

" Here there was an interruption. Mr. Rycroft 
was knocking loudly against an inner door with 
his knuckles. 

" ' You mustn't make that noise here, Mr. Ry- 
croft,' said Charles Trevor; 'Dr. Frank said 
Peggy was to be kept quiet.' 

" Mr. Rycroft made no reply, but knocked at 
the door louder than before. Then the door was 
opened from within. 

" I, still on my knees, holding a piece of coal 
in one hand, looked up. I beheld a young man 
apparently about twenty years of age, or perhaps 
more. He wore such a dress as common sailors 
wear, but he would have graced any dress, and 
was certainly independent of any, for he had a 
fine, manly look, and a certain respectful inde- 
pendence of bearing. It was really a pleasure to 
look in his face, it was so handsome, so 
frank and open, so animated and intelligent. 
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His features were regular ; his eyes large, and of 
the darkest blue ; his brown hair curled naturally 
about the most magnificent head I ever saw. 
This was Peggy Hallett's son, Gervase. 

" Mr. Rycroft was the first person he encoun- 
tered after issuing from the inner room, but 
catching sight of me he seemed incapable of re- 
moving his gaze from me, and I was aware that 
he was looking at me all the time Mr. Rycroft 
spoke with him. He was evidently astonished, 
as he well might be. As Charles Trevor in- 
formed me shortly afterwards, I was the only 
female he had ever seen in his mother's house, 
with the exception of Nancy Rutt, who shortly 
before our arrival had come in, but who remained 
only a few minutes. Here was I making myself 
quite at home. Mr. Rycroft was in a bad humour, 
and seemed compelled to vent it upon somebody, 
for he said, 

" ' Young man, I've been kept waiting here a 
long time, and when people come to help you, 
you should attend to them. You know who I 
am, I suppose ?' I, bestowing all my attention 
on the fire again, supposed that Gervase bowed 
in reply to this speech, for )ie uttered no word. 

" ' Very well,' said Mr. Rycroft. * Here is 
another disgraceful scene with your parents. 
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Your father has again maltreated his wife, for 
perhaps the hundredth time, and he has seen fit 
to take himself out of the way. How is your 
mother ? what state is she in — is she quite 
in her senses? Does she know what she's 
about V 

V * I hope so, I do hope that,' sai^ Gervase, 
speaking with energy. 

" * Well, I can see her, I suppose/ said Mr. 
Rycroft. 

" CJervase said he could see her, and the two 
walked into the inner room. By this time I had 
succeeded with the fire, which was beginning to 
blaze merrily. I rested from my labour and 
seated myself in a low chair that stood by the 
hearth. Charles Trevor brought a stool, and 
placed himself at my side. 

" ' And you positively have come to nurse 
Peggy V he said, looking up in my face. 
^ " ' Positively.' 

" ' And Mr. Rycroft let you come ?' 

" ' Yes. Does that surprise you ?' 

" ' It would if I believed it, but I don't, and 
nobody will. You came in spite of him. You 
can't say that Mr. Rycroft asked you to come V 

" ' Not exactly. But what does it matter ? 
Here I am.' 
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" ' It matters a good deal. I don't like Mr. 
Ry croft, and I want to like you. I should like 
to see you plague him.* 

" ' That is wicked of you/ 

" * Then I'm wicked in good company. You 
won't have pleased Mrs. Rycroft, I know. As 
for Elizabeth, she's jolly ; she don't care for any- 
thing. What do you think of Gervase ?' 

" ' I think him a very fine young man.' 

" ' Isn't he ? Do you know, I always expect 
people to admire Gervase. I've no patience 
with them that don't admire him. But every- 
body doesn't know him as I do. I know lots of 
girls, quite well to do,, that would jump to have 
him to-morrow, though he is Dick Hallett's son ; 
but he takes no notice of them, except to be 
civil, as he is with everybody. He's as steady 
as the day. He comes up to my idea of a man, 
and somebody ought to be proud of him, and 
nobody is except me. We're fast friends. Miss 
Moore.' 

*' I liked Gervase and Charles Trevor all the 
better for this friendship between them. The 
latter evidently made a hero of Gervase, and 
looked up to and imitated him. Devoted attach- 
ments of this kind existed amongst the ancients, 
and I don't see why they should not in our day. 



THE EXPERIENCE OF LIFE. 193 

It was quite Tefreshing to me to see how earnest 
and enthusiastic Charles was while speaking of 
his friend. In his eagerness he had taken my 
hand in both his own, and he still held it when 
Mr. Rycroft and Gervase returned to the room« 
The eyes of the latter were too expressive to hide 
from any the pleasure with which he regarded 
us ; Mr. Rycroft frowned very unmistakeabfy. 

'^ ' I've just been telling this young man, Cathe- 
rine/ he said, * of your mad freak. Of course 
I've given him to understand that you're quite 
independent of me or anybody) and that you will 
have your own way. He understands that you've 
always taken to this sort of thing ; thatit's your 
hobby. He's very thankful, as he ought to be ; 
and I trust that you'll find him perfectly re- 
spectful. That is the least return he can make 
to a born lady who condescends as you are 
doing.' 

^ A certain flash in the eyes of Gervase, warned 
me that both Mr. Rycroft and myself might pre- 
sently be shewn to the door. Mr. Rycroft was 
coming out too strongly in his own way. His 
speech was a little startling to myself, though I 
had expected that he would go on this tack. It 
roused me too, for I was not altogether Mr, 
Rycrofb's tool in this matter. I was in earnest, and 

VOL. II. O 
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claimed the right of proceeding *in my own 
way. 

" * It will be time enough to expect thanks 
when I have earned them/ I said ; ' at present 
I have done nothing/ 

« ' You Ve made a good fire/ said Charles 
Trevor. 

" * True ; I forgot the fire. How did you find 
(I could not readily utter the familiar name, 
* Peggy/ and so hesitated) — Mrs. Hallett ?* 

" ' Mrs. Hallett !' said Mr. Rycroft with a dis- 
agreeable laugh. * I found Peggy in a doze. 
She seems to have been badly beaten, and with- 
out doubt Hallett is a brute. If this young man, 
her son, had been in the way it would not have 
happened. I must say that for him.' 

" Gervase frowned now. In an instant his face 
was in a blaze ; his eyes flashed fire, and he in- 
voluntarily clenched his hands. Pray God, I 
said mentally, that this Hallett prove indeed to 
be not his father ! 

" * Well,' continued Mr. Rycroft, ' I suppose 
I must leave you, Catherine ; — you're quite de- 
termined to stop ?' 

" * I have no right to force my services upon 
^ny one,' I said. * I should like to stop.' I 
looked at Gervase as I spoke. 
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f " * You're too good and kind, saying that/ he 
said. ' There's no words to thank such as you ; 
but I do thank you with all my soul. I shall 
be proud to put myself under obligation to you. 
I can't say more.' 

" There was no need to say more. It was im- 
possible to look at Gervase without feeling that 
he would not readily put himself under obligation 
to any one. 

" ' Now young man/ said Mr. Ryoroft, be- 
ginning a speech when I thought he was about 
to make his exit, * there's one great service my 
niece has done you to-day, about which nothing 
has been said. She, a stranger to this part of 
the country, coming to my house for the first 
time only yesterday, learning amongst us what 
your father's character was, and hearing aQ about 
your mother's habits, and knowing that in con- 
sequence women of your own rank in life refused 
to enter this house in this extremity ; she came 
forward, fearing nothing ; and now she is here 
you may have the whole town if you will. All 
will be ready to follow the example of my niece. 
She has taken the ban off your house, Gervase 
Hallett, f nd it rests with yourselves to keep it off.' 

** I scarcely knew how to take this speech. 
Seeing that Peggy Hallett had always driven 

d2 
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her neighbours away from her, I did not under- 
stand the benefit to her, or any connected with 
her, of bringing the whole town to the house. 
Mr. Rycroft, with his habit of boasting, was 
again, I feared, committing a mistake. I 
glanced apprehensively at Gervase, and saw that 
his eyes were filled with tears. He placed his 
hand before them, as if ashamed of exhibiting 
this emotion. He did not speak. 

" ' I knew that this would be the result of my 
niece coming here,' continued Mr. Rycroft ; 
' if I had not, I should have done my best to 
keep her away. It isn't fit that she should be 
here alone; she hasn't herself considered that 
she will require help. I'll send some one on 
immediately.' 

'^ I understood the common sense of what Mr. 
Kycroft said, so far as it concerned myself. I had 
been quite content to enter upon my task alone, 
but now the prospect of having another female 
in the house was every way satisfactory to me. 
Charles Trevor promised to be a firm ally. He 
intended to pass the nights with Gervase, so 
long as Peggy was ill, and I remained there. 
Before Mr. Rycroft departed, he promised to 
^end provisions for my individual use. When 
we tlu*ee were left alone, Charles Trevor said, 
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* Now, Miss Moore, you must give your orders. 
Is there anything I can do for you ?' 

" * It is rather early for me to begin giving 
orders,' I said, * but for the present I recom- 
mend you to attend to your brewing on the fire. 
I think it is near boiling. I must attend to 
my patient. Perhaps/ I continued, addressing 
Gervase, * you had better introduce me to your 
mother when she awakes ; it might startle her 
too much if she found me there unannounced.' 

"* You've a kind thought for her,' said Gervase. 

* She doesn't notice anything much just now ; 
she's getting worse in that respect. If she does 
notice you, Miss Moore, she can only think she's 
in heaven, and that an angel's waiting on her. 
I'm afraid it's you that'll be startled, for she's 
sadly disfigured. But youll not turn back for 
that, I know.' 

'^ Gervase spoke with a slight provincial accent, 
but his language was good, and he did not, like 
Mrs. Rycroft, commit blunders of grammar. 
He was so perfectly sincere, so evidently grateful, 
that I could not quarrel with his poetical flight. 
I asked what orders the doctor had left as to his 
mother's treatment until he saw her again. 

'^ ^ He sent a bottle of medicine which she must 
take every three hours,' said Gervase. *It's 
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time she took it now, if she's awake. He told 
me to give her barley-water if she asked for 
anything to drink. I made some this morning, 
and it's in her room/ 

" * That is all I want to know/ I said. • TU 
go, and sit by her, and you may leave her 
to me.' 

" I moved towards the table, on which lay my 
bonnet, and cloak, and parcel, but Oervase 
passed me, and took possession of these articles. 

" * You'll allow me to carry these in yonder ?' 
he asked. 

''I nodded, and motioned him to go first. 
In passing, I glanced at Charles Trevor, who, 
on his part, was lifting the lid of the boiling* 
pot — perhaps wondering when the two quarts 
of water would be reduced to a pint. It was 
strange how familiar I already felt with these 
two ; it seemed to me that I must have known 
them all my life. 

•* Entering the inner room noiselessly, I at once 
glanced towards the bed. I was certainly con^ 
siderably startled by what I saw. The head of 
the individual lying there wad bandaged with a 
white doth; the face was bruised, and con- 
siderably swollen; the eyes blackened. Thus 
distorted, there was son^thing repulsive in the 
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countenance of the sleeping woman : but a few 
straggling grey hairs seemed to invest her with 
a sorrowed human interest. Her hands, large, 
and gaunt, and hardened by toil; her arms, 
brown, and withered, and half exposed, also- 
exhibited marks of violence. After a brief 
survey, I turned my eyes upon Gervase. He 
only half met my gaze with his own, that was 
at once expressive of aflFection, and grief, and 
indignation, and deep shame. I wished to en« 
courage, and reassure him with my eyes alone, 
for I did not speak, but I must have succeeded 
indiflferently, for when he regained the outer 
room, I heard him weep violently. 

" As Peggy appeared to be in a deep sleep, 1 
sat down, and employed myself with looking 
about me. What first struck me in this sleeping 
room was its great cleanliness. The bed-clothes 
and furniture were as dean as hands could 
make them, the slips of carpet looked fresh in 
their freedom from dust. It was possible to 
see yourself in whatever in the room was capa|^le 
of polish — in the old-fashioned chest of drawers, 
in the three clumsy mahogany chairs, in the 
fire-irons, and tiny grate, in the ancient and 
curiously carved oak chest that probably con- 
tained Peggy's store of household linen. On a 
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small three-legged table that stood in the one 
recess by the fire-place lay a paper case, evidently 
home-made^ and an inkstand with pens. Above 
it w^re two shelves filled with books. On the 
drawers stood a bottle of medicine^ a pitcher 
filled with barley-water, two earthenware cups, 
and a pewter spoon. On the drawers also lay 
a book which I opened. It was a volume of 
Humboldt's Travels, and bore the stamp of a 
library. In a smaU recess, apparently made for 
the purpose, near the bed head, lay a large, old- 
fashioned Bible. When I add that the inner 
walls, like those outside, exhibited the rough, 
unhewn stone, that the ceiling was composed 
of rafters rudely put together, and that the 
whole appeared to have been recently white- 
washed, I have given you a full description of 
the apartment in which I found myself. 

" I have a purpose in describing it thus par- 
ticularly. There was no litter, no disarrange- 
ment anywhere. The same order, and neatness 
and cleanliness had struck me in the outer room, 
and I knew it to be a fact that Peggy Hallett 
had been wronged by those who attributed 
drunken habits to her. Over this decent home 
there certainly presided a sober, industrious 
thoughtful housewife. More than this, seeing 



THB EXPERIENCE OF LIFE. 201 

what a fine, spirited,inte]ligent young manGervase 
was ; understanding certainly that Hallett himself 
was a brute ; it was impossible to avoid believing 
that the good qualities of the son were chiefly 
attributable to some strong counteracting influ- 
ences in the mother. It seemed to me that the 
two were touchingly associated together in the 
properties of this little room. The books cer- 
tainly belonged to Gervase, and he only could 
find use for that small student-table. That tat- 
tered Bible in the recess as unmii^takeably apper- 
tained to Peggy as did the old carved chest, 
whose use I had rightly guessed. So feeling 
and thinking, I began to be greatly interested in 
my patient on her own account. I got rid of 
some little trepidation that I had certainly 
laboured under up to this time. I unconsciously 
lapsed into an easy frame of mind that made me 
boldly free with everything about me, as if every- 
thing belonged to me. First, thinking of Peggy, 
I pounced upon her Bible. I read the date of 
publication, 1673. A fly leaf, three-quarters 
filled with writing, next attracted my notice. 
This is what it said : 

** * James Rooke, bom 1761. 
'* * Margaret Rooke, bom 1764. 
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" * Theyre children : 

" • James Rooke, bom 1783. 

"* Margaret Rooke, bom 1785, died 1788. 

" ' Amos Rooke, bom 1787, died 1793. 

" * Margaret Rooke, bom 1790. 

" * Then followed this entry, written in another 
hand : 

" * James Rooke married Esther Barlow, 1805, 
and went to America, and died 1812.' 

" This simple record affected me profoundly ; 
it reminded me of the chapter of Generations, 
the reading of which always struck a chill to my 
heart, as showing the nothingness, humanly 
speaking, of the life we live. But the Rookes 
were not an extinct race. I recognised the 
Margaret who was bom in 1 790 in the Peggy 
Hallett of to-day. Why was there no further 
entry ? there was room for it, of her own mar^ 
riage ; of the birth of her son ? 

" This omission recalled to my mind Dr. 
Frank's words when speaking of Gervase. * I 
do not believe that Peggy is his mother.' 
Thinking of this, led me to survey Peggy more 
intently: and making every allowance for her 
present disfiguration, I was compelled to come 
to the conclusion, that at the best of times she 
coxild be no more than a great, gaunt, plain, 
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common-place looking woman. This was no 
reason why she should not be an energetic and 
right-principled woman ; but Gervase was so 
eminently handsome, that I could not suppose he 
owed his physique to her. She had declared 
that he was nothing to Richard Hallett. Who 
then was he ? To whom did he owe the life 
that had evidently been made so bitter to him ? 

" I inevitably pursued this train of thought. I 
remembered that I had been sent here by Mr, 
Rycroft in order to guard a secret that was in 
Peggy's keeping. And this secret concerned 
Miss Osborne, who early in life had disgraced 
herself. — In what way ? by an imequal marriage, 
perhaps, which the pride of her family would 
not allow them to acknowledge. No; this 
would not do. If Miss Osborne had ever been 
married, that fact would have transpired. Be- 
sides, Gervase in no way resembled the Osbornes; 
his countenance was too open and sunny, his 
features too delicate, his complexion too fair, to 
allow of the supposition of his, in any way, be- 
longing to them. But he might altogether 
resemble his father, and still be — Grace, I am 
haunted by an idea. 

" I was glancing at the books on the two 
shelves, noting that history, biography, voyages 
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and travels greatly predominated amongst them, 
when a movement in the bed caused me to turn 
round. Peggy had thrown both arms over her 
head, and lay with her eyes open* She looked 
full at me. 

" * Water — give me water/ she gasped. 

" I poured out her medicine and gave it to 
her, and she drained the cup. 

" * It's bitter/ she said ; * bitter, like every- 
thing youVe given me. I'm in the great house, 
then?' 

" * You are at home,' I said ; ' you are ill, and 
I have come to nurse you.' 

" There was something appalling to me in the 
wild glare of her grey eyes. * I'm not mad,' 
she said ; ^ what's the use of talking to me as if 
I was mad? Is that the way you made her 
mad ? What did you bring me here for ? Ill 
not see her; I've nowt to say to her. I'll 
not bear all the blame. Tell her to fly at the 
men.' 

"I thought it best to humour her. *She 
shall not come near you,' I said ; * no one shall 
disturb you. Try to go to sleep, and I'll keep 
you quiet.' 

" * What have you done with him ?' continued 
Peggy, still glaring at me in a fearful way. ' Has 
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he seen her ? Does he take to her? My boy! 
my boy 1 she*ll never have the mother's heart 
for you that IVe had ! YouVe no right to 
break yourself dean away from me ; it's not like 
you — it's not true. Good God !' she continued, 
starting up with fearful energy; *what have 
you done with Gervase ? Have you murdered 
him r 

" Forgetful of Mr. Rycroft's injunction in this 
one respect, I thought it best to let her see Ger-p 
vase. I was approaching the door with the pur- 
pose of calling him, when he opened it and 
remained standing on the threshold. His coun- 
tenance had undergone a strange alteration ; he 
was pale as death ; he looked eager and deter- 
mined. 

" * Miss Moore/ he said ; * youTl excuse me, I 
hope, if now and then I come in to speak to my 
mother. She's getting worse, I think; she's 
talking wildly, but not without sense. I'm glad 
you're here to listen to what she says.' 

'' I said that I was just about to call him ; 
but I don't think he heard me. He was already 
at his mother's side, holding her hand, speaking 
endearing words to her. 

" * They've not been able to harden your heart 
against me, then/ she said, exultingly ; ' they 
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couldn't keep you away from me ! They couldn't 
persuade you it was all my fault I As true as 
there's a God in heaven, Gervase, it wasn't ! 
They wouldn't let me know the rights of it, but 
I guessed, I guessed !' 

" * What is it you guessed, mother ? speak 
quietly — tell me ?' 

" ' All about that,' said Peggy ; * what you 
heard up-staii s. How did she look ? Did she 
tell you she wasn't mad ? What right have 
you to hunt Richard Hallett like a wild beast, 
because he fell into temptation?' she added, 
suddenly flinging the hand of Gervase away 
from her.' * You are a gentleman now, are 
you, and you must punish somebody ? Didn't 
Richard and me take care of you when nobody 
else would ? What did you bring me here for ? 
What have you done with my husband ? He'd 
have been a good husband if it hadn't been for 
you !' 

" * Mother ! mother !' said Gervase, seizing her 
hand again and grasping it firmly, * do you 
at all know what you are saying ? Am I not 
Gervase, your own son ?' 

" * Hush ! she'll hear you,' said Peggy, glanc- 
ing apprehensively around her. Her eyes fell 
* upon me. * That one will tell !' I drew back 
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and hid myself behind the bed-curtains. ' Who 
taught you to say, mother ? didn't I ? you have 
no mother. They may give you money, but a 
mother — ^never !' 

" * No father, no mother — both lost in one 
day,' said Gervase, dropping the hand he held, 
and standing moodily with his arms folded ; 

* disgrace any way ! Your coming here glad- 
dened me just now. Miss Moore, but that was 
because £ was a fool. I ought to be ashamed to 
look any one in the face V 

" He moved towards the door, but Peggy ut- 
tered a scream, and he stopped without turning 
back. 

" ' Who spoke of disgrace ?' she exclaimed ; 

* there's no disgrace to my boy ! He was born 
in wedlock — tell Mr. Rycroft that, and let him 
deny it if he can ! He did deny it for his own 
ends ; but that's past. He's a black villain that 
has tried to crush them that will crush him 1' ' 

" It was my turn to quail now, which I did 
with a mental reservation. I did not hold my- 
self accountable for Mr. Rycroft's misdeeds ; I 
wished to reassure Gervase. I placed my hand 
on his arm, looked up in his face, and said — 

" ' We are on an equality now, my friend ; if 
you are disgraced, I am. But I am not — neither 
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are you ; ^;vhat we heard just now is at present a 
blank to both of us. Let us patiently wait and 
watch.' 

" His face had brightened wonderfully when he 
lifted his bowed head and looked at me. 'I 
was not mistaken when I thought God had sent 
you to us/ he said ; * may God bless you !* I 
shut the door on him, and turned to Peggy. 

'^ She had evidently exhausted herself, and now 
lay dozing again ; and she was in this state 
when Dr. Frank came in, an hour afterwards. 
He expressed no surprise at seeing me there, 
having heard, he said, ' that I was in the habit 
of going out nursing.' He joked a little, saying 
he should be glad to recommend me, and so 
forth. In the midst of this pleasantry, I could 
not help fancying that a covert meaning lurked 
in his smile, and in the look with which he re- 
garded me. It was not altogether a coward 
conscience that made me suppose he had recog- 
nised me in my character of spy. He had been 
witness to Mr. Rycroft's agitation; he must 
have noticed how eager the latter was to have 
the woman attended by a nurse of his own pro- 
viding. Under these circumstances. Dr. Frank 
probably did not give credit to the assertion that I 
had seen some service in this same way, I began 
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to perceive that I was placed in an^ unpleasant 
predicament ; that Peggy herself, who decidedly 
disliked me now, understanding by some instinct 
that I was connected with ' the great house,' 
would, on recovering her senses, at once rightly 
guess one reason for my taking upon my- 
self such an office. Even Qeirvase might be led 
to suspect that he had been too lavish of his 
gratitude. Confess t)iat I had good reason for 
these misgivings, Grace; and give n^e credit for 
possessing some moral courage when I tell you^ 
that, falling back upon my own good intention;^, 
I felt nerved to go th]:gugh my task with courage 
and becoming self-^respect. 

'' I was the more annoyed a^ appearing in this 
dubious light before Dr. Frank, because I felt 
sure that he was himself a kind-hearted, genial, 
sensible man ; a promoter of cheerfiilne^ and 
candour, and a hater of mysteries and conceal- 
ments of any kind. I could not tell him that 
I felt out of my element. ' He that touches 
pitch must expect to be defiled.' 

''After looking at Peggy, and saying that 
leeches must be applied to her head, which had 
been seriously injured, Dr. Frank informed me 
that a professional nurse would shorUy make her 
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appearance, and take the heaviest work off my 
bands. 

" * You must not allow us to forget your own 
readiness to work alone/ he continued ; * it is a 
fact, that if you had not set the example, we 
should have found it difficult to procure help. 
You, as a stranger, do not understand what a 
terrible reputation attaches to this house, on 
account of its master, of course. He is a ruf- 
fian. Peggy is a patient, down-beaten woman ; 
and you see what Gervase is — as fine a fellow as^ 
ever lived. These two will be grateful to you^ 
I expect ; you will have done them a service.* 

" I felt as grateful to Dr. Frank for saying thisv 
as if I had indeed committed some great offence, 
for which I was now receiving pardon. If he 
suspected any interested motive, he evidently 
exonerated me. I cannot tell you how great ar 
satisfaction this was to me. 

" * We must still look to you for help,' con- 
tinued Dr. Frank ; ' you alone can keep this 
woman's wavering courage up to the mark. 
Knowing that you were here, she offered ta 
come readily, but she still protests herself to ber 
in bodily fear of Hallett. He is at large, and 
she thinks that he may nrake his appearance 
here. There is no need for alarm on his ac- 
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count. Two stout constables will be near ^t 
hand during the night, and if he makes his ap* 
pearance, he'll be captured. But he is conscious 
of the predicament in which he has placed him- 
self, and I expect he has made oflF.* 

" Gervase appeared 'at the door, to ask the 
doctor what he thought of his mother, and by 
a simultaneous movement, we all presently found 
ourselves in the kitchen. 

" ' Oh,* said Dr. Frank, leading the way for me 
(I seemed to follow his kind, cheery voice, as if 
I couldn't help it), ' Fve no doubt about getting 
her through — we must have patience.' 

" Charles Trevor was still hanging over that 
pot, on the fire. 

" * Charley, my boy,' said the doctor, plucking 
him by his shirt sleeves, * you're in excellent 
working trim — what are you about ?' 

" Charley explained, and I inquired if the 
lotion would be of any use. 

" * Make use of it, by all meanls,^ said Dr. 
Frank, * I don't object to the remedies of old 
women, being a sort of old woman myself. 
But the fact is, Nancy Rutt is dever in her way ; 
she understands the properties of herbs, and I 
daresay, that for external bruises, no application 
could be better than this. But there's not much 
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of it/ he added, looking in the pot. ' In fact, 
there's nothing of it.' 

'' In fact, there was nothing of it Charles 
seemed to have expected that the great bundle 
of herbs would dissolve before his eyes ; and 
while waiting for this phenomena, he had allowed 
the water to boil away, and now the whole had 
turned to a fry. Charles looked v^ry blank. 

" * You need have some women about you, I 
think,' said Dr. Frank, laughing. ^ Never mind, 
you'll do better next time. Go to Nancy for 
more herbs^ and tell her I sent you.' 

'^ I took a good share of the blame to myself, 
as was only right. So far, I had not shown much 
capacity for the work I had undertaken. Ger- 
vase allowed the blame to rest where we two had 
put it, for he did not speak, but paced to and fro 
in an evident sta^te of excitement. 

" ' You do think, sir,' he said; stopping sud- 
denly before Dr. Frank, ' that what my mother 
say3 in this disordered state is not all delusion ? 
yoif believe there may be truth in it ?' 

" ^ Certainly. If she has anything op her 
mind that she has never revealed, it is likely 
enough to come out now. So you're thinking 
of what she said this morning; — has she re- 
peated that?' 
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*' * No. Just now she fancied that I was aboirt 
to do him some injury, aiid she took his part. 
She threw on me the bkme of making hfth whaft 
he is. She's troubled with s31 kihds of fanciei^. 
You see, sir, there's no depending Hh whsA ^bk 
says.* 

" * You understand yotrt own feelings best^ 
Gervase/ said Dr. Frank. *I can't wonder iS; 
yotir wishing that some of her words may come 
true. But don't get excited about it ; keep aifi 
quiet as you can ; and don't trouble her till she 
is quite well.' 

** I noticed that Gervase did not menticFii to 
Dr. Frank the fact of Peggy having also said 
that he bad no mother. It evidently was hot 
his mother that he wished to lose, and this also 
spoke well for her. Amount other things, I 
began to perceive that ^^th Gervase on the alert 
as he was to catch whatever she might utter in 
her delirium, I should have Httie opportunity of 
keeping anything to myself. Besides, if I find 
good reason to believe that any wrong has been 
committed, I shall openly take the part of the 
injurefd. 

" Before Dn Frank quitted us the nurse ar- 
rived, and he introduced her to me as Mts. 
Byers. She made me a veiy sweeptag curtsdy, 
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and evidently regarded me with a species of 
wonder. From her manner, and what she said, 
I understood that she looked up to Mr. Rycroft 
with considerable awe, as a very great personage, 
and that she was in the habit of making as free 
with Dr. Frank as if he were indeed the old 
woman he had lately called himself. He ap- 
pears, indeed, to be one of those good-natured, 
good-tempered individuals, at once hearty and 
easy, with whom all sorts of people take all sorts 
of liberties. She rated him soundly for not 
having called that morning on a certain Mrs. 
Pitt, and told him he must call before going 
home. This he promised to do, and took leave. 
Gervase went out at the same time to fetch the 
leeches; Charles Trevor had already departed 
on his errand to Nancy Rutt. 

" I was left alone with Mrs. Byers. She 
was an ordinary woman, perhaps fifty-five years 
of age. Her manner with me, humble to abject- 
ness, would have been more offensive than it was^ 
if I had not understood that it was the result of 
a system organised long before she or I were 
heard of According to this system, worldly 
prosperity receives the first homage, setting aside 
God himself, and what is noblest in the nature 
of man. Mrs. Byers recognised in me a reflection 
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of Mr. Rycrofl's greatness. This was a mistake, 
and the system abounds in worse mistakes. 
What was more natural in Mrs. Byers, was 
scarody more pleasant to me. I have often 
noticed in ignorant persons a passion for making 
the worst of what is already bad enough, for 
heaping horror upon horror's head. This passion 
was very rampant in Mrs. Byers, who voluntarily 
commenced an account of the past doings c^ 
Richard Hallett, and his wife also, that elevated 
or lowered them to tlie position of a couple of 
fiends. I at length stopped these details, tiiat, 
aUowing for their exaggeration, were anything 
but encouraging to me ; but I must have done 
this in a sort of way that proved to her I had a 
certain kind of yielding about me of which she 
was ready enough to take advantage, for she 
finally invited me to inspect the ordinary bed- 
room of the two Halletts, all the &rniture of 
which she assured me had been smashed to atoms 
during the quarrel of the preceding night. Where 
she got this information I eould not guess, un- 
less fi-om Dr. Frank himself, who might be some- 
thing of a gossip. She first made me aware 
that a lodging-room similar to that now occu- 
pied by Peggy, lay on the opposite side of the 
kitchen. This was the room in which the work 
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of destruction had taken place^ and y^lach J de- 
clined to see. 

** Mrs. Byers, who at first showed cotiadderable 
reluctance to enter Peggy's room, and who "When 
there could not conceal her dislike, applied the 
leeches when they arrived, requiring litfle help 
from me. She made me aware of the extent of 
Peggy's bruise ; and surely a more savage attack 
was never made by man upon woman* WeH 
might Gervase cling to the hope that he did not 
owe his being to such a monster ; well might 
Mrs. Bym*s dread being brought into personal 
contact with him. Fortunately while being thus 
attended upon, Peggy did not speak, but only 
gave utterance ^to groans. She has not spoken 
yet, and it is long past midnight, and I have 
been for hours alone with her. Mrs. Byers has 
made me up a bed with the help of three chairs ; 
she has lighted a fire in the small grate, and 
supjdied me with coals to replenish it. I have 
drawn the table before it, and by the aid of an 
old-fashioned oil lamp, I have for two hours or 
more been engaged in writing this letter to you. 
From the inner room eomes to me the hum of 
voices, for Gervase, Charles Trevor, and Mrs. 
Byers are all sitting up, the latter having de- 
-clared that she could not think of sleeping in 
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this house ditring the night. Imagine me being 
in this situation on the second i^ht of my arrival 
amongst my kindred I 

^' I said to you a little while back lii&t an idea 
had struck me ; it is this^— ^hat Geirr^tfleis Miss 
Osbome'e son. Did not the same thought occur 
to you ? For my part I give credh to afl that 
Peggy has uttered. I beUeve that in heo* young 
days Miss Osbori^ was married, and that dhe 
has been harshly treated by her family — ^ pYoud 
femiLy, as Mr. Rycroft said. I do no% Empa- 
thise with the sort of prid^ i^atisha:^ predefnted 
to me; I undersfeind that unequal marritiges 
must always be productive of sorrow, but only 
when the inequality is of heart and mind. I fear 
I have lost my respect for Mr. Osborne, ai^ this 
grieves me, for I have been accustomed to think 
of him with pleasure, as I do of all who command 
my admiration and esteem. I lose sight of his 
generosity ; his tenderness of heart ; his faithful- 
ness and liberality, and splendid talents, when I 
consider the existence of so much misery and 
wrong in his own family, with his knowledge or 
without it. If he does not imderstand all the 
particulars, if he also is wronged, I still do not 
excuse him. Why does he not sometimes reside 
here, where all his estates lie ? Why does his 
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sister dread to meet him, fearing his harshness ? 
What is the disgrace he could not forgive even 
in presence of this great sorrow? You see, 
Grace, that I must give Mr. Osborne up ; be- 
fore I take him into favour again (don't laugh, 
for I am very serious) he must exercise his hu- 
manity at home. 

" And the Rycrofts, whom he evidently trusts 
80 much ; what am I to think of them ? or what 
may he think of them eventually ? What may 
he think of me as one of them if brought into 
contact with me here ? All these thoughts dis- 
turb me, Grace, but I have no idea at present of 
soon returning to you. I imagine that I can be 
of use here. I intend to devote myself to the 
elucidation of some of these mysteries. I shall 
try to sleep now, so good night ! 

" Your affectionate cousin, 

^'Catherine Moore." 
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CHAPTER VII. 

FROM THE SAME TO THE SAME. 

**I WILL now continue my narrative from 
where I left off. 

"Though I lay down without taking my 
clothes off, I must have slept many hours, for 
when I awoke it was daylight. Mrs. Byers was 
"in the room cleaning up the hearth, or I might 
have slept on. I started up, mentally reproach- 
ing myself, for I had not intended to neglect my 
charge so long. I asked Mrs. Byers if Peggy 
had been awake, for she slept now, and if she 
had spoken. 

" * Shoe's been wakken, but shoo said nowt 
only to ask for drink,' said Mrs. Byers ; ' shoo's 
ta'en her physic too, and'U be on the mend now. 
Shoo'll be weak an' sore for a good bit, but t' 
fever's left her, you may see.' 

" I did see that the swelling and redness of 
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the face had been considerably reduced, and that 
in this state Peggy was more awful to look at 
than ever. Her plain, gaunt features were be- 
ginning to stand sharply out, and the marks of 
the blows were now clearly to be traced in broad 
patches of black, and purple, and yellow. What 
was to be seen of her throat and arms exhibited 
the same appearance ; and she looked to me like 
an exhumed corpse, just merging into putrefac- 
tion. I turned my eyes away with a shudder, 
and met those of Mrs. Byers. 

*^ ^ It's not a sight for decent folks, let alone 
the Kke of you, mum,' she said. * Sudi as her 
should be waited on by them of their own sort, 
I'm thinking. Owt*s too good for 'em.* 

" I was not sure that Peggy slept, though she' 
lay so still, ahd I made a sign for Mrs. Byers to 
be silent. When she had finished what she was 
about, t followed her into the kitchen, shutting 
the bedroom door behind me. 

" ' Now, Mrs. Byers,' I said, ' you triust bot 
speak in that way again before Peggy, nor be- 
hind her back if you can help it. I hope you 
doh't hurt her son's feelings by making such 
remarks before him. It is sufficient hardship 
for the two to have a bad husband and father. 
Mh Ryctoft and Dr. Frank believe her to be a 



THE EXPERIENCE OF LIFE. 221 

well-conducted, respectable woman. I believe 
this, or I should not be here. You will i^^m^mr 
ber to treat her as such, if you please.' 

'' The habitual submission of Mrs. Byers to 
' the like' of such as me, rather than ajiy con- 
viction that I was right, induced her to promisie 
obedience to this order. Dropping her usual 
curtsey, she said she should be sorry to throw 
blame where there was none ; and, to be sure, 
Peggy was an ill-used woman, if what was said 
of her was untrue. As for Gervase, she a]low:ed 
that no one could bear a better character, and 
she wouldn't hurt his feelings for the world. 

" Gervase came in while we were speaking. 
He saluted me respectfully, hoped I had ob- 
tained some rest, and then went to look at his 
mother. He returned presently, his eyes filled 
with tears. 

" ' I wish Dr. Frank would come,' he said ; 
' I can't think that my mother is better. She's 
awake, but too weak to speak. You're not de- 
ceiving me, Mrs. Byers ? — she's not dying ? ' 

" ' Lord bless the lad ! ' exclaimed Mrs. Byers, 
' much he knows about dying folk 1 She's no 
more dying nor I am.' 

" ' She's been a good mother to me,' said 
Gervase, looking reassured, 'and I should not 
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like her to die in this way. I very much wish 
her to live, and know what you've done for her. 
Miss Moore. She deserves to do, and that's 
saying a great deal.' 

" * And she will,' I said, cheerfully ; * and I 
trust that she and I will always be good friends.' 

" I cannot tell yon how pleased and grateful 
Gervase looked. He is no ordinary character. 
His fine eyes and handsome, open countenance 
are wonderfully expressive of the noblest senti- 
ments. As he went out, I was startled by 
detecting a really malignant look on the face of 
Mrs. Byers. There is one very ugly character- 
istic amongst the ignorant poor: they readily 
become envious, when help that does not reach 
them is extended to any of their dass. It was 
this species of jealousy that brought out the re- 
pulsive look on the face of Mrs. Byers. It was 
a fit accompaniment to her servility. I do not 
like her. 

" I had made myself fit to receive company 
by the time Dr. Frank arrived. I was glad to 
hear him confirm the report of Mrs. Byers 
respecting Peggy's progress, for I had had my 
own doubts. 

" ' Oh, we shall do very well now,' said the 
doctor, surveying his patient. • She couldn't be 
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in better hands than yours, Miss Moore, and I 
shall leave hereto you. Give her some nourishing 
food, and keep her quiet. You feel better — eh, 
Peggy ? (her eyes were open, and she was looking 
alternately at me and the doctor). Well, never 
mind talking ; you'll be all right in a few days.' 

" * I wish you would see Gervase before you 
go. Dr. Frank,' I said. * H^ is somewhere close 
at hand, I believe, and he has been very anxious 
about his mother. He will be better satisfied if 
he sees you } he was wishing just now that you 
would come.^ 

" I saw that Peggy regarded me with an eager 
look as I spoke. It was a look that expressed 
satisfaction — thankfulness. She was evidently 
conscious of what had been said. 

" Dr. Frank promptly promised ta see Gervase, 
though to do that was na part of his professional 
duty. I could not help laughing afterwards, 
when I reflected oo what I had said. Here was 
I, like every one else, taking liberties with Dr. 
Frank — positively imposing on his good nature 
already ! There is no help for it, I believe ; it 
seems to be his destiny to be so treated. 

" I followed hhn out of the room, and he gave 
Mrs. Byers and myself some instructions as to 
Peggy's further treatment. I forgot to tell you 
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that yesterdfiy we were visited by one of Mr. 
Rycroft's footmen, who came ladei^with a basket 
of provisions, and who delivered to me an lE-spait 
note from Mrs. Rycroft, in which she called me 
a ' dear, ho(l girl ;' desired me to send for any- 
thing I wapted ; and altogether made light of my 
oddity, as something exceedingly amusing. I was 
glad that she took it in this way, for whatever 
reason. Amongst other things, this basket cchi- 
tained two bottles of sherry and some arrowroot, 
and these I set aside for Peggy's uste, I noMuie 
some of the arrowroot at once, and then returned 
to my post, leaving Mrs. Byers to attend to the 
ordinary work of the house. 

'* Peggy readily received froni my hands what- 
ever I offered her ; and when I bathed her 
bruises with Nancy Rutt's lotion, I felt sure that 
she thanked me with her eyes. Her eyes fol- 
lowed me, when, presently discovering that Mrs. 
Byers was not quite so tidy a housewife as her- 
self, I got possession of a duster, and commenced 
polishing up the little room, that bad already lost 
much of its original brightness. I even rubbed the 
four little panes of glass that comprised the window, 
for there was a look about them of being used 
to expect that operation daily. When this work 
was finished, I put more coal on the fire, washed 
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my hands^ took one of Gervase's books from the 
shelf; and sat down to read. 

" ' Now is Peggy wondering who the . deuce 
I am ! ' I said to myself. 

" About half an hour afterwards (so my watch 
informed me), I was startled by the discovery 
that my eyes were fixed upon a book which lay 
open before me, which I grasped with one hand, 
while my cheek rested on the other. I had 
evidently fallen into a reverie over' this book, for 
I had not turned a single leaf. I involuntarily 
turned my eyes to Peggy, who was awake, and 
stiU regarding me intently. 

" * Now is Peggy wondering what I am think- 
ing about ! ' I said to myself again. 

" In truth, I had been thinking of many mat- 
ters, amongst others this : that I, who had so 
far passed through life without incurring (so I 
flattered myself) the dislike, much less the 
enmity of any, was now likely enough to find 
myself become obnoxious to all about ' me, 
through having thus allowed myself to be 
strangely mixed up and associated with the 
secrets and disputes of three distinct families — 
the Osbomes, the Rycrofts, and the Halletts. I 
was too nearly allied to one of them to be trusted 
by the other two ; I sympathised too little with 
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the one to hope to be strengthened by the aUiance. 
At the same time that I felt this, I was conscious 
of a resolution to go on, that I certainly had not 
arrived at by any effort of my own. 1 seemed to 
be falling readily into a place previously assigned 
for me, in which I might do some good to others, 
whatever befell myself. And whatever does 
befall myself, I shall have left the consciousness 
of having wished, hoped, laboured for what is 
right. 

" P^ggy was now convalescent and composed, 
and I wondered whether Mr. Rycroft, knowing 
this, would consider that my task was ended, 
and so wish to remove me. If that was the 
case, 1 intended to resist. I had made up my 
mind to remain with Peggy until she was able 
to help herself. I would not leave her to the 
tender mercies of Mrs. Byers, who, acting under 
the constraint of my presence, and, perhaps in 
the hope of ingratiating herself with me, making 
use of more sympathising words than seemed 
needful, yet could not conceal her dislike to the 
object of her services, which peeped out in many 
ways. If she had occasion to touch her, she did 
it roughly, causing, as it seemed to me, a need- 
less spasm of pain to pass over the poor, patient 
face; if she offered her anything, she was impa- 
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tient to get that duty over. Peggy herself 
noticed all this, and presently she would take 
nothing except from my hand. I certainly shall 
remain here until Peggy is well, 

'' In the afternoon, I was surprised by a visit 
from Mr. Ry croft, who unceremoniously ordered 
Mrs. Byers to leave the kitchen when I entered 
it. She obeyed, curtseying very humbly* Mr. 
Rycroft had a look of being much put out of his 
way. 

"^WeU, how do you get on?' he asked 
abruptly. 

" * Better than I expected,' I said, getting at 
once OD the wrong tack. ^ She is quite composed 
to-day, and I think will soon be well.' 

" ' What is her getting well to me ? ' said Mr. 
Rycroft, impatiently ; ' is the girl mad ? Has 
she said anything to you or anybody ? ' 

" I was conscious of reddening violenfly, for 
Mr. Rycroft's manner was exceedingly disagree- 
able to me. He perceived this, and added^ * I 
am just worried to death, Catherine ; you must 
not mind my seeming a little rough. I only 
want you to recollect why you came here.' 

" I then repeated to him all that I had heard 
Peggy say ; adding that Gervase had heard it 
also. 

Q 2 
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" ' The old fool I' said Mr. Rycroft. ' And 
what did you make out of all that trash? 
Come ; speak freely. 

" * I certainly thought that Peggy supposed 
herself to be at Staunton Court, and that the 
person she alluded to as not being mad was 
Miss Osborne. The idea she left upon my mind 
was that Miss Osborne had been maixied, and 
that Gervase was her son.* 

"Mr. Rycroft very visibly became a shade 
paler. 

" ' And that lad/ he said ; * * I suppose he 
thought the same ?' 

" * No ; Gervase could make nothing of what 
his mother said. He attached no importance 
to it, seeing that she was delirious/ 

** * He showed some sense, then,' said Mr. 
Rycroft. * You, Catherine, may think yourself 
very sharp, but you are altogether in the wrong ; 
some day I may give you the facts. You kept 
these fancies to yourself, I hope ?' 

" ^ I did, of course.' 

" ' That old virago is getting well, you say. 
What does she say, now she knows what she's 
about ?' 

" I told him that as yet she did not seem 
capable of speaking, 
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" ^ It would bdTa good thing if she never spoke 
any more/ said Mr. Rycroft ; * in the absence of 
Hallett, she's not to be trusted. That chicken- 
hearted fool has gone out of the way, and isn't 
to be found. Some day he's sure to murder 
her, and it's a pity he hasn't done that long 
ago. Does she know who you are ?' 

"^No.' 

'' ^ Then take care that she does know ; and 
when she can speak, if she has anything par- 
ticular to say, she may say it to you. Tell her 
from me that if her husband loses my &vour, 
through her conduct or his own, he is ruined. 
There is no reaching these people's consciences 
except through their interests. I wish this 
matter concerned myself ; I'd soon make short 
work of it, Catherine. You see what I'm com- 
pelled to endure through troubling myself about 
other people ; but I've promised — I've promised, 
and I must go through with it.' 

" Mr. Rycroft seemed so sincere, there was such 
a genuine air of martyrdom about him when he 
said this, that I felt staggered. Perhaps, after 
all, he was not meditating any wrong, but was 
merely anxious^ as he said, to save a great 
family from disgrace. However I put it, it was 
evident that unpardonable blame lay somewhere. 
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'' * You have behaved excellently in this matter, 
Catherine/ he said^ at lengthy * and I shall not 
forget that you have tried to serve me. I think 
I have the power to help them that help me, 
eh ? — well, you shall see. I don't know that 
you coidd have done anything better to begin 
with than come here. It has roused people's 
curiosity ; everybody is talking about you ; and 
aQ allow that you must be very brave as well as 
good, and — and condescending. Mi^. Rycroft 
sees it all in the proper light, and she is pleased. 
WeD, now, you understand. If you can get 
anything out of this woman do, and let me 
know what it is ; abovfe all, don't forget to warn 
her, as I told you.' 

" There was something particularly oifensive to 
me in the whole of this speech. It did not 
seem necessary that there should be any mis- 
understanding between me and Mr. Rycroft. 

" * I came here of my own free will,' I said, 
* supposing from what I heard that I should be 
doing a service to this poor woman and yourself 
also. I did not dream of reward beyond the 
approbation of my own heart, or such thanks 
as I may be entitled to ; I must not forfeit this 
sole reward to which I look. I must be as 
perfectly open with Peggy Hallett as I am with 
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yourself ; I cannot attempt to drag anything out 
^ of her in an underhand way. I am here to help 
her, to warn her, if necessary ; I have been led 
to believe that my interference may avert pos- 
sible calamity that threatens her and others. 
Let me clearly understand what I am about, 
and I shall hope to give you satisfaction.' 

" Mr. Rycroft said, very briefly, that he ad- 
mired my spirit, and that I understood what he 
meant exactly. He asked me if I wanted any- 
thing that he could send. I said I did not; 
desired him to give my love to Mrs. Rycroft 
and Elizabeth, and he departed. 

" At nightfall I had a little talk with Charles 
Trevor in the kitchen ; Gervase was out. These 
two had all day been at work in an outhouse, 
engaged in putting together, as well as they 
could, the furniture that Hallett had done his 
best to reduce to fragments. So far they had 
succeeded very well, Charles said, and they 
expected to finish the next day. Gervase was 
very anxious to make everything look right 
before his mother got about again. This also 
spoke well for the mother and son. Mrs. Byers, 
who knew, had not informed me what the two 
boys were about all day. When I said that it 
was very good and thoughtful of Gervase, she 
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launched out into extravagant praises, but still 
with that disagreeable look on her face. If 
Gervase bad been doing anything wrong, I fancy 
that she would have told me readily. 

'^Towards midnight I began to fed a little 
troubled about Mrs. Byers^ who had sat up all 
the preceding night, and who might not be able 
to find a bed if she was disposed to sleep. I, 
who had slept so far into the morning, now felt 
so wakeful that I had made up my mind to sit 
up and read. For several hours Mrs. Byers 
might sleep in my bed, where she would at least 
be as safe as myself. I went into the kitchen, 
and made this proposal to her; she and Ger- 
vase, and Charles Trevor, were seated round the 
fire. Gervase said at once that there were two 
beds unoccupied, one being in a room formed 
out of a natural opening in the rock ; so that 
diuing the day it only received light through 
the door. Mrs. Byers, in a whining tone (she 
had risen from her chair, and made her accus- 
tomed curtsey, and I had some trouble to make 
her sit down again), said it was very good of 
the like of me thinking of such as she was ; but 
she couldn't make up her mind to go regularly 
to bed — she couldn't help feeling scared ! 

" ' Then, old lady,' said Charles Trevor, ' I 
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hope you'll be able to dispense with my com- 
pany j for IVe made up my mind to go to bed 
regularly/ 

" Gervase hastened to say that he intended 
to sit up until his mother was quite recovered. 
Gervase has more than one characteristic of a 
true gentleman about him: he is always un- 
selfish and courteous. After this, Mrs. Byers 
proceeded to say that she could sleep in her 
chair as well as anywhere else ; that she did not 
mind it ; that she was used to it. As she was 
used to it, I thought it would not hurt her ; and 
so this matter ended. 

" My own private opinion respecting Peggy 
during that day and part of the night was, that 
she could speak, and would not — as she might 
have groaned in the midst of her great pain, 
and would not. Suflfering as she does — so that 
when she is moved, or she moves herself volun- 
tarily, her features are contracted with the pain 
she endures — not the slightest sound ever 
escapes her lips. She is evidently strong to 
endure, as one used to endurance; there may 
be questions that she dreads to ask ; she is cer- 
tainly wondering where I sprang from. I shall 

be curious to hear what words she utters first. 

* ♦ # * 
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^'I read till late in the morning, and then 
had a brief sleep. I awoke before Mrs. Byers 
came into the room, and Peggy seemed to be 
sleeping. This morning I was struck with a 
new change in her. The swelling and inflam- 
mation had entirely disappeared, and now I 
discovered that she had no flesh. Her eyes 
were deep sunk below a projecting forehead; 
her high cheek-bones, and large nose and chin, 
stood sharply out. Her skin was wrinkled, her 
face marked with strong lines, that seemed to 
have been the work of sorrow rather than time. 
No better proof than this that Peggy possesses 
a true woman's heart — she has suffered deeply. 
When I add, that the marks of the blows and 
the discolouration were more visible than ever, 
you may imagine how Peggy looked. I shall, 
perhaps, weary you with my minuteness. At 
about ten o'clock I heard Gervase speaking in 
the kitchen ; he and Charles Trevor had gone 
out early. I knew that he would wish to see 
his mother ; and, as she had not yet spoken, I 
thought it would be as well that he should try 
to rouse her. I entered the kitchen and ex- 
changed a few words with him, and then he 
went into the room. As he left the door half- 
open, I advanced to shut it ; but in doing so, 
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lingered a few seconds. I heard Gervase say, 
* My dear mother V and then Peggy exclaimed, 
in tones of startling energy, * Where is he ?' I 
shut the door. Her first thought was for her 
husband. I remembered what Dr. Frank had 
said about her devotion as a wife, and felt that 
he was most probably correct in judging as he 
did. If so, what influence this man must have 
over her! what she must suffer, loving him, 
and knowing him to be a villain ! especially if 
she is conscious of abetting him in some villany 
by her silence or otherwise, and against her con- 
science : Peggy may well have those deep lines 
in her face. Gervase remained with his mother 
a long time — until Dr. Frank arrived. The 
latter met Gervase as he was coming out of the 
room. 

" * YouVe said nothing to her about that ?' 
asked the Doctor, in a whisper. 

" ' Nothing,' said Gervase. 

" I had already informed the Doctor that 
Peggy had recovered her speech. He smiled as 
if he thought that likely enough. I went into 
the room with Dr. Frank. 

" * Good morning, Peggy,' he said ; * I'm pay- 
ing you a friendly visit, so you must take it kind 
of me ; for I've no hope of keeping you on my 
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list as a patient. There's nothing like good 
nursing for cutting down a doctor's bifl, and 
you've had the best of nurses, I can see. It's 
well for me, Miss Moore, that you're not in the 
profession, or I might turn to some other line as 
soon as I liked. You're looking quite brisk, as 
if you'd passed your time pleasantly — satis- 
factorily I should say ; not at all tired.' 

" * I have not done anything to tire me,' I 
said ; ^ and everything has gone on well, as you 
see. Here are plenty of books, and I like read- 
ing. I seem to have done little else except read 
and write.' 

" * She's waited upon me as if I had been her 
mother,' said Peggy. 

" ' To be sure she has,' said Dr. Frank. 
' This is the sort of works she likes. And you 
may think yourself honoured, Peggy, in getting 
Miss Moore all to yourself directly on her ar- 
rival amongst us, for no one else has yet had a 
sight of her. So be a good woman, Peggy, 
and get well as soon as you can, for Miss 
Moore is wanted in other places, I can tell 
you.' 

"'Those who want me elsewhere can well 
wait,' I said; ' but it's gratifying to hear that I 
am so much in request. At present I have no 
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thought of giving up my very comfortable 
quarters here/ 

" * Well, it is a very snug little place, isn't 
it ?' said Dr. Frank, rubbmg his hands as he 
looked round the room. * One couldn't call it 
a bad world if one had only such a home as this 
to put one's head in. I could put that fire, 
grate and all, in my pocket; but what a jolly 
little fire it is ! It makes more noise than a big 
one, just as a little wife does.' 

"Dr. Frank had seated himself beside this 
fire. I could not help looking admiringly in his 
kind &ce, lighted up by the most genial of 
smiles. What a happy feeling it is to be thus 
attracted towards a fellow mortal ! Peggy, who 
was looking at both of us, said, 

*' ' This is a good world after all ; goodness 
thrives in it.* 

'' She did not address herself to us ; she spoke 
as if communing with herself. 

"'Don't you flatter yourself that you've 
stumbled on a discovery, Peggy,' said Dr. Frank. 
' Goodness is a trifle older than the hills, and 
there never was a time in which it didn't thrive 
everywhere. We're told that the Devil goes 
about sowing tares, but there's always them at 
bis heelS| that take care the origmal crop is not 
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spoiled. That's my creed, Peggy; and it has 
always made me feel very comfortable/ 

" ' It's good/ said Peggy ; ' it's hopefU, and 
the best of us has need of hope.' 

" * You're a sensible woman, Peggy/ said the 
Doctor. * The best of us (I'm not one of them 
by a very long chalk) have reason to hope that 
the evil hasn't overrun all the good in them. 
The fact is (I believe I was talking about run- 
ning at the Devil's heels just now, Peggy) the 
fact is, we had better keep ahead of the Devil ; 
and civilly declining his intentions, recommend 
him to pave hell with them. There is a saying 
that that disreputable quarter is paved with 
much better. And this saying means, Peggy, 
that when we resolve to do well, and falter, and 
lose the opportunity, the Devil is better pleased 
than if we had served him in the ordinary way. 
Our ill luck is his good luck. So comes the say- 
ing, " Hell is paved with good intentions." ' 

" * And so it is,' said Peggy ; * and so it is ! 
I've been helping to pave it all my life.' 

" * We've all of us lent a helping hand in our . 
time,' said Dr. Frank. ' But it's dirty work, 
and profitless work, and w^e that tire of better 
work should tire of that. Bnt what a grave 
discourse we've got into, and I 've a dozen 
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patients waiting for me ! You'll allow me to 
look in again, Peggy, while Miss Moore stops, 
and perhaps afterwards ?' 

" * rU be glad and proud to see you, sir, 
whenever you like to come,' said Peggy. 

" * Well, that's hearty,' said Dr. Frank ; 'and 
I'll be as sure to come as a new moon or a comet.' 

" And so he left us. As Peggy had begun 
to converse, I did not intend to let her relapse 
into silence. 

" ' Dr. Frank is certainly a very kind, sensible 
man,' I said. ' I think we shall both be the 
better for seeing more of him.' 

" * He's good, I can see that,' said Peggy ; 
* and you're good. So much goodness is a 
wonder to me.' 

" * Yet it would be sad indeed if there was 
really anything wonderful in it, Mrs. Hallett, (I 
could not say * Peggy,' for the life of me). In 
this world we should be ready to help one an- 
other ; God expects it of us. This is the one 
duty that must not be neglected if we hope for 
pardon and peace. It is so written, as you 
know. The inevitable sorrow and suffering of 
this life in time demands that it should be so.' 

" ' I've read about it/ said Peggy ; ' but that's 
not like meeting with it. And I never met with 
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it till now. Youll not take it ill of me if I lie 
and think a bit, will you ? I Ve need to think 
before I say much.' 

" * Pray do as you like/ I said, * and never 
mind me. You have need of rest, and of food 
too, which I am forgetting/ 

'^ I gave her some arrowroot ; and then 
thinking it best to leave her alone awhile, I put 
on my bonnet and went outside for a breath of 
fresh air. It was a dull day, but very calm, and 
I strolled down to the beach. Presently I was 
spied out by Gervase and Charles Trevor, with 
whose help I climbed to the top of the highest 
cliflF. When I returned to the house, much 
refreshed, the early dinner was ready ; and after 
attending to Mrs. Hallett (as I had better name 
her in the future for my own convenience' sake), 
I partook of it, and then settled myself down to 
read. I regretted that I had not brought some * 
needlework with me, for try as I would to fix 
ray attention, I could not. My thoughts 
wandered, and I turned over the pages mechani- 
cally. At length Peggy said, ' Would you mind 
reading a bit to me ? There's only one book I 
ever turn to, and I've not read it with much profit. 
You've read it, too, though yoiur need w^s never 
like mine.' 
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" I went to the recess and took out the bible. 

" * Like most who have sorrow to bear, you 
think your trouble is greater than that of others/ 
I said ; * but there are none who at some time 
do not feel the need of higher consolation than 
this world can oflfer them. The time arrived 
long ago for me : I have lost father and mother, 
brother and sisters. I am the sole survivor of a 
family.' 

" Mrs. Hallett looked, I thought, at my black 
dress. 

" * You've just lost one of them,' she said. 

" ' Yes ; my father.' 

'' * Poor child ! — dear child ! you've had to 
weep then, but not for your own sinfulness, like 
me !' She covered her head with the bed-clothes, 
and lay moaning. I opened the bible, and 
selecting the psalms that I thought appropriate 
to her state of mind, I read on for some time — 
till she herself stopped me. Raising herself in 
the bed so that she sat upright, and clasping her 
withered hands, she said, ' If there's truth in that 
book, and truth in God, speak the truth to me ! 
You're Mr. Ry croft's niece ; so Gervase said. 
You didn't come here only to help me, kind as 
you've been !' 

" I closed the bible, rested my hand upon it, 
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and meeting her earnest look steadily^ gave her 
a faithful account of all the motives for my 
ooming. 

" * Further than this/ I said in condusioD, * I 
know nothing ; but I have been led to suppose 
much that may be true or not.' 

" * I talked then when I wa& off my head/ 
said Mrs. Hallett. ' For God's sake what did 
I say r 

" I told her what Gervase and Mr. Frank had 
heard her say ; all that I had heard. 

" ' And Mr. Rycroft knows it ?' 

" ' Yes, all.' 

'* *rm glad he doesl' she cried, throwing her 
arms up wildly. * I'm glad he does ! I don't 
fear him — it's him that fears me! There's that 
might be proved that would bring him low 
enough ; but who's to prove it ? — not me! 
There's nothing I can say would do any good. 
And, God help me, he's akin to you — this isn't 
fit for you to hear !' 

" * If he has done wrong, he ought to make 
restitution,' I said. ' My kinship to him mat- 
ters nothing.' 

" ' You say that ?' 

" * Yes. But surely it is not necessary that 
he should be exposed to the whole world. I 
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am in the dark. You yourself may be mistaken 
in what you believe.' 

" ' Don't fancy that ; what I know is true, 
and if any day all the truth comes out, it's 
over with Mr. Rycroft — he must be disgraced. 
Surely it will come out ; surely them that's done 
no wrong, won't suflfer for everl' 

" Deeply interested as I was, I saw that Mrs. 
Hallett was exhausting herself, and recommended 
that she should lie down, and rest awhile. I 
adjusted her pillow ; wiped the perspiration from 
her most unhappy-looking face ; and got her to 
swallow half a glass of wine. Then she lay 
still, and I sat down. 

" I was shocked and bewildered, though I had 
expected something like this. I felt assured of 
two things ; first, that Mrs. Hallett was a very 
superior sort of woman of her elass ; and next, 
that she was much more worthy of belief than 
Mr. Rycroft. Those agonised tones and ges- 
tures, that sweat, almost of blood, were real. 
The wrong that spoke so loudly, but un- 
intelligibly, all around me, was a reality. Three 
persons appeared to be its victims — Miss Os- 
born, Gervase, and Mrs. Hallett. Three per- 
sons — ^Mr. Osborne was one of them — seemed 
to be in a league to perpetuate this wrong. 

r2 
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Fearful odds ! I compelled myself to give up 
speculatiDg, aLd read a chapter in the New 
Testament, in order to restore my composure. 
There is no better restorative when earth wearies 
us too much. 

" Half an hour or more elapsed, during which 
Mrs. Hallett lay with her eyes closed. At 
length she opened them, and tried to raise her- 
self. I stepped forward to help her. 

" ' I shall miss you when you're gone,' she 
said. * There's something in your face, and in 
your quiet ways, that makes me feel happier 
than I've a right to be. I've been careless for 
myself a long while, and you seem to have 
made me think for myself. If I at all deserve 
your goodness to me, I don't deserve to be beat 
down again, as I have been.' 

" It gratified me to hear Mrs. Hallett speak 
in this way. If I had awakened her self- 
respect, I had done a great deal for her. 
My mother was right in asserting (not so 
much in words as deeds) that the law of 
kindness was the only universal law. God 
bless her for teaching me that truth, which 
Christ had taught her by the example of 
His life and death ! 

*" i do not intend that you should miss me 
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altogether/ I said. ' I shall come to see you 
frequently. You have a right to think for 
yourself; and, with a consciousness of dealing 
justly by others, it will not be in the power of 
any to beat you down.' 

** I spoke confidently, without feeling so con- 
fident as I ought to have been. I wished to 
encourage Mrs. Hallett, who was best acquainted 
with her own discouragements of many kinds. 
The wife of a man who chooses to treat her as 
a butcher treats an ox, only less mercifully, 
because his blows do not kill at once, can 
scarcely be called a free agent. There is some- 
thing too repulsive for feminine contemplation 
in this aspect of woman's subserviency to, 
and inferiority to man. Only a born slave, a 
despot-bound prisoner, and a wife, may be men- 
tally and physically tortured to the utmost of 
mortal endurance without ^ hope of rescue, or 
sympathy from the world lying outside. If in 
any one of the three cases sympathy is expressed, 
or rescue attempted, the spasmodic eflFort, the 
excitement that is inevitable, are least efficacious 
in the case of the wife. The claims of her 
tyrant are indisputable. Mrs. Hallett was 
further fettered by a love for her husband that 
no ill-usage, and no consciousness of unworthiness 
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on his part^ could crush out of her. And she 
was further fettered by a limited knowledge of 
the wrong she was willing to redress. I learned 
all this during the communications with her that 
left me ready to allow for her short-comings. 

'^ * I'm thankful to believe that you won't quite 
forsake us — me and Gervase/ she said. * I'm 
thankful to think we don't deserve you should. 
I can declare this much to you. I never lied 
with my senses about me, and what you heard 
me say when my sense was gone, was only a 
groping after the truth. I can do little more 
now than grope for the truth. So far as I 
know it, rU declare it before Mr. Rycroft, and 
all the world. I think you've helped to bring 
me to that resolution, for I'm a weak creature, 
that gives way to my likings. I like you. I'll 
never again fall away from God, or from this 
world, so as to deserve to be put down by both. 
Tell that to Mr. Rycroft, and say it's your 
doing, and tell him to follow my example. I'll 
do at once what I can do. Is Gervase in the 
house ?' 

" I immediately made inquiry. Gervase was 
not in the house, but he was within call, and I 
despatched Mrs. Byers to fetch him. I awaited 
his coming, told him his mother wished to see 
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him, and allowed him to enter her room alone. 
I was not sure^ but hoped that she wished for 
my presence also. A second had scarcely elapsed 
when Gervase summoned me. 

*^ Though belonging to the same class as Mrs. 
Byers, there was nothing of the latter's ob- 
trusive consciousness of her condition that re- 
sulted in servility about Mrs. Hallett. Her 
long seclusion from the world, her long battle 
with feelings that w^e nothing to the world, 
her wearily borne burden of secrets that might 
be something to it or not, seemed to have left 
with her only a consciousness of that higher 
relationship with humanity that levels all dis- 
tinctions. She was one of a community that 
thought, and felt, and suflFered — nothing more. 
In obedience to her will — how expressed I for- 
get — Gervase stood at one side of her bed, and 
I at the other. My heart fluttered a little ; and 
I noticed that Gervase was alternately pale and 
red. He took his mother's hand, and attempted 
to kiss it. 

" ' Not now, if it's to be for the last time,' 
she said, drawing her hand away. * You've yet 
to learn — and not too late — that there's love 
out in the world for them that deserve love. 
Before I say anything more, Grervasei hear me 
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say this: whatever fortune, good or ill, comes 
to you iu future, never forget this time ; never 
forget the kindness that came to us in this 
time! never forget what's been done for me, 
that deserved nothing ! I shall die before long, 
but the thankful feeling that's in me, the 
reverence that's in me, must live on, and in 
you! This is the last command I shall lay 
upon you. Never forget what's due to herT 

"She pointed to me as she spoke. I was 
scarcely prepared for this climax. I looked 
hurriedly at Gervase, and met his eyes that, as 
if by some inspiration of the moment, were 
glowingly expressive of gratitude, and the ad- 
miration that grows out of it. This was so 
much more than I expected or desired that I 
felt even pained. T bent forward over Mrs. 
Hallett, and said : 

" * You have overrated my services, and made 
me feel rather foolish. You have at least said 
enough on this subject, if not too much.' 

" Mrs. Hallett's feelings of every kind appeared 
to be strong. Yet, when she spoke, it was 
generally briefly, and always to the purpose, as 
if she restrained her impulses, and possessed 
the good taste to know when she had said 
enough. 
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"*I sent for you/ she continued, still ad- 
dressing Gervase, who had briefly and earnestly 
expressed his sense of obligation to myself, 
'because IVe something of importance on my 
mind, and the time seems to have come when 
I ought to speak out. I wish this young lady 
to hear what I have to say. Maybe you'll both 
blame me, but I must say this — neither of you 
know what reason I had for acting as I did. 
Nineteen years ago, you, Gervase, was bom. I 
can't just yet tell you where, or how, you came 
to my hands. I wasn't married then, but, soon 
after, Richard Hallett offered to marry me, and 
he promised to be a father to you if I'd have 
him. He was ten years younger than me, but 
I'd known him from a boy, and I liked him. 
I thought he'd be a protection to you, as well 
as to me, and he might have been, if he hadn't 
been tempted, and so fallen into evil ways. You 
know what he's been, ever since you can re • 
member — a curse to them that belonged to 
him, and to himself — with only me to pity and 
make excuse for him. I've maybe done that 
too long. I'd you to pity, too ; and, between 
both, I lost all care for myself. I wanted to 
act right ; I prayed to God for light to show 
me what I had best do — but T seemed to be 
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always in the dark. It seemed cruel to teD you 
you'd neither father nor mother, bad as them 
you owned was, and it was cruel to let you be 
disgraced by them that was nothing to you. I 
tried to make amends to you in every way I 
could — I tried to teach you good ways, to make 
your home as comfortable as I could. It wasn't 
in my power to teach you more, because I 
could neither read nor write myself. I tried to 
stand out for your being sent to school, but 
Hallett always silenced me with blows. But you 
was born clever, and you got on without his 
help or mine, and oh, it was a proud, glad time 
when you began to read the Bible to me! 
Then I more than ever thought God had sent 
you to me, for I was left alone in the world, 
and I had a heart that needed something to 
love. I couldn't make up my mind to say I 
wasn't your mother, for I'd always loved you 
like one. I do that now, while I'm teaching 
you to hate me 1' 

" Uttering a strange, wild, desolate cry, she 
covered her face with the bed-clothes. Gervase 
had stood holding his clasped hands before his 
eyes ; and, glancing at him now and then, I saw 
that the muscles of his face worked convulsively, 
and that he was alternately flushed and pale as 
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death. He would have fallen ia my opinion if 
he had done less than he did, when that cry 
struck upon his ear. Gently drawing back 
the bed-clothes he kissed Mrs. Haflett's cheek, 
and took her hand and held it in both his own 
caressingly. 

" * What once has been between us two, must 
be for ever/ he said. * YouVe deserved that I 
should love you as a mother, and I have done, 
and do that. I owe no love to anyone else. I 
thank God that this is the case. I have no 
father; no name then? It is best that I 
enquire no further.' 

" He stood so as to hide his flushed face from 
me. I cannot tell you how pained 1 felt on his 
account. I looked eagerly at Mrs. Hallett, 
wondering what she would say next ; but she 
was wholly occupied with her happiness of the 
n^oment. 

" ' Fve not lost my son !' she cried exultingly. 
* It's true then, that God gave him to me ! I'll 
never murmur again, let what will come 1 My 
child that I've so loved ! — my child !' 

" She drew him towards her ; held his head 
to her bosom with one hand, and with the 
other smoothed down his bright, curling hair, as 
if he had still been a child. Gervase's manner 
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of submitting to these endearments pleased me. 
He was quite unembarrassed, and spoke to her 
caressingly, as if he had forgotten my presence. 
When he at length lifted his head, his face, wet 
with tears, had brightened. 

" * Now, more than ever,' he said, * I have 
something to strive for, and I am free to strive. 
You shall yet, mother, be proud of the son who 
owes everything to you. I belong to you, and 
you only.' 

" * Isn't he brave and good ?' said Mrs. Hal- 
lett, turning to me with an expression on her 
face that made her look really handsome. 
* Mightn't any mother be proud of him ? And 
there's them that shall be proud of him yet, and 
I shall live to see it ! Aye, my boy, and you 
may hold your head up with the best ; for there's 
much you've got to come to yet — but not to 
disgrace anyway. I, Margaret Hallett, say it, 
and I know it'll be proved before long ! I've 
said as mijch to Miss Moore, and she believes 
me.' 

" Gervase suddenly turned upon me, his face 
radiant with a new light. I looked back assur- 
ingly in reply to his own look of eager enq\iiry. 
God forgive me if I, to whom so little was 
known, was aiding to inspire false hopes. I 
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could not help it, for I believed what Mrs. Hal- 
lett said to be true. 

" ' Gervase/ she said, speaking more quietly, 
* will you promise me to wait patiently till the 
time comes when I can do good by telling you 
all ? Will you trust to the love that's trying to 
do the best for you ? Will you do this for my 
sake, and because telling you more now would 
only hinder me? What Fve let you know, 
everybody may kno>v.' 

** * As I said before, youVe been a mother to 

me, and I owe you the duty of a son,' said Ger- 

vase. * It shall be as you wish : I am satisfied.' 

" Shortly after this, Gervase left us. 

" * You see how dutiful he is,' said Mrs. 

Hallett ; * he's been dutiful from a child.' 

" * He does you credit,' I said ; * you have 
brought him up well.' 

" * He was bom good ; that's it. And it's 
killing me to think what he might have been, 
and should be now. Some way I've always 
hoped that God would step in and make all 
right. I've waited for that: maybe I've done 
wrong.' 

" * Wrong indeed, if you have expected God 
to do for you what you might do for yourself,' I 
said. *We can only pray that God will 
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strengthen our own hands to do what is right, 
and work while we pray. If after doing our 
best, we arc not successful, we can with some 
confidence confide the issue to His hands/ 

" ' I believe you're right,' said Mrs. Hallett ; 
^ but what a battle it is for them that's weak in 
themselves : and for them that's beat down, and 
haven't the knowledge of things so as to see 
what's best to do first ! It's all light in me, 
but all dark outside of me ; and oh, my God, 
what strength there is in them that have 
money !' 

" * You are wrong again,' I said. * There is 
no real strength in riches alone. They only 
who do what is right before God and man, are 
truly strong. And before this true strength 
everything that is wrong must give way ; at 
some time — in God's time, which can never be 
too late.' 

•* * I've needed such a friend as yon are, to 
strengthen my hands, long ago,' said Mrs. Hal- 
lett. * You've made me see things in a better 
light. Surely God sent you to give me 
strength ! I wish you'd read to me again ; it 
does me good.' 

" I onened the bible and read to her till I 
thought she had fallen asleep. Late in the 
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afternoon she opened her eyes, raised herself up, 
and exclaimed : 

" * What I've said to Gervase, Til say to you ; 
don't seek to know any more till I've had time 
to think and pray, and know what's best to fce 
done. Wickedness doesn't prosper to the end ; 
you know that.' 

" * Not to the end ; but the end is not here 
— not in this world. If it were otherwise, many 
might indeed despair.' 

** * You lift me up and throw me down,' said 
Mrs. Hallett. * You don't know what it is to 
suffer as I've done; to hope as I've done for 
years ; I must hope on, or I must die.' 

" * God forbid that I should take any hope 
from you,' I said ; ' I did not mean to do that ; 
I would much rather help you.' 

*' * And you might help ; there's much you 
might do !' she said eagerly. ' But I'm sayine 
what I didn't mean to say : I can't expect you 
to go against your own kin. That wouldn't be 
right.' 

" ' To do right would not be going against 
any one,' I said. * What is it I might do ?' 

" ' This then,' said Mrs. Hallett. ' You're in 
the same house with Miss Osborne ; you'll see 
her, you'll hear her speak ; you'll be able to judge 
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whether she's mad or not ; and whether she'd be 
glad to know what they won't let her know/ 

" * I felt an interest in Miss Osborne before I 
saw you/ I said. ^ Now she interests me more 
than ever.' 

'^ Nothing more was said. But it seemed to 
be understood between us that what I had siu*- 
mised was true : — that Gervase was Miss Os- 
borne's son ; and that Miss Osborne had a right 
to be named otherwise." 
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CHAPTER VIL 

FROM THE SAME TO THE SAME. 

" Staunton Court, Nov. 10th. 

" Here I am again. Yesterday I left Mrs; 
Hallett, who was so far recovered as to be able 
to help herself. Her husband is still missing. 

" Mrs. Rycroft came to fetch me by appoint- 
ment. She kept her seat in the carriage ; but, 
before leaving the house, I saw her with her 
head out of the window, peering about curiously, 
Mrs. Byers, whose term of service was also to 
end that day, was the last person to whom I 
said good-bye ; and I gave her a small gratuity, 
in consideration of the trouble she had been at 
on my account. Dropping one of her low curt- 
sies as she took it, she said : 

'^ * Indeed, mum, it's more nor I expected or 
wished for, mum. I'm far from covetous ; and 

VOL. IL s 
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I'm sure I'm glad to see what good luck some 
folks has. I hope you won't find no ungrate- 
fulness, mum/ 

" I had taken a very different leave of Mrs, 
Hallett, and of Gervase, whose emotion seemed 
to master him. Charles Trevor, who was in 
tip-top spirits, seized hold of my small packages, 
and sallied out before me. 

" * Here we are !' he shouted at the top of 
his voice ; * we've done for this time, and earned 
our wages, and the best of characters to boot ! 
Miss Moore and I are in partnership: it's 
Moore and Co. now ; I'm one of the infirm — 
no, the firm; that's it. Come along. Miss 
Moore !' 

" * You very noisy, rude boy, be quiet, do !' 
said Mrs. Rycroft. ' Thomas, take those parcels 
from him. I'm quite ashamed of you. Master 
Trevor.' 

" * Don't trouble yourself,' said Charles, coolly, 

" I didn't know whether he directed his 
speech to Thomas or Mrs. Rycroft; but he 
threw the packages into the carriage, and then 
mounted to the footman's place behind. 

" * That tiresome boy !' exclaimed Mrs. Ry- 
croft, as I took my seat. * Now, Charles,' she 
continued, putting her head out at the window, 
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• if you're to go with us, you must come down 
there and sit in front.' 

" * Anything to please you/ said Charles ; and 
in a few seconds he was seated by the coach- 
man. 

" * To please me !' said Mrs. Ry croft, angrily, 
as we drove away, ' Them Trevors is vulgar, 
.and I think it presumptions in them to make 
so free as they do. You see, my dear, they're 
neighbours, and pretty well to do, and we can't 
but be civil to them ; but they're not people of 
any breeding — not distinguished at all ; and 
such like always encroaches. — And so, you very 
hodd girl, you've had your freak out ! Don't 
be afraid ; I'm not angry (I wasn't at all afraid) ; 
but I didn't like it at first, it had such a look 
with it ! Well, you've made a noise, I can tell 
you. The hidea of Mr. Rycroft's niece doing 
such a thing! Our clergyman, Mr. Rawson, 
tells the young ladies he's thankful you've set 
them such a hexample ; and the young gentle* 
men says they're afraid you're too good for 'em. 
Dr. Frank meant to have come with me; but he 
was marched off to Moorlands in a hurry, to 
see a poor woman that's dying — a Miss Thorpe, 
I believe, or some such name. Well, now, tell 
me all about it.' 

s 2 
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'' Mrs. Rycroft asked me all sorts of questions 
one after the other, and I bad so little to reveal 
that my replies could not satisfy her. The 
Halletts were considered to be very mysterious 
people ; it was rumoured that they were rich, 
though the son worked at his trade — that of 
a fisherman. Mrs. Rycroft expressed disap- 
pointment at hearing that no signs of wealth- 
were discoverable in the house — nor of disorder, 
so far as I could see ; and that Peggy Hallett 
was to all appearance a quiet, decent sort of 
woman. 

" * Dear me,' she said, * I expected to hear 
something quite different.' 

"The carriage stopped, and Charles Trevor 
got down ; and instantly his face and both hands 
were protruded through the open window. 

" * You're not going to be so shabby as to 
pass without coming in ?' he said. * You'll not 
break up a flourishing firm — Moore and Co., 
you know — all of a sudden like this ? Besides 
(towering his voice), Miss Moore knows I shall 
catch it if she doesn't go in with me and prove 
the partnership. They daren't scold me before 
her ; and before she goes they'll be in a good 

humour/ 

'' It was gratuitous on the part of Charles to 
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say that I knew he would catch it ; however, 
I was willing to acknowledge the partnership, 
and said I was ready to accompany him into 
the house if Mrs. Rycroft had no objection, and 
if he would be quiet. 

" * I never did see such a boy !' exclaimed 
Mrs. Rycroft * Well/ she continued, laughing, 
and with a touch of good nature that pleased 
me, ' I think we may as well humour him this 
once. I know they're all dying to see you; 
and they'll take it kind if you call on them first. 
There ; open the door, you bad boy, and let us 
out' 

" What Mrs. Rycroft said inclined me to 
turn back, but it was too late. Besides, as it 
seemed inevitable that I was to be made a sort 
of show of, the sooner the first exhibition was 
over the better. All this time I had been look- 
ing at the house: a large, old-fashioned brick 
house, with stone facings and heavy-framed 
windows, standing in its own grounds, and a 
little removed from the road in front. It was 
probably built in the reign of Queen Anne. 

" Following Charles, who walked on boldly, 
and Mrs. Rycroft, whose ample person and 
dress formed a good screen, I advanced along 
the wide gravelled carriage-way, and presently 
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saw that the front door was opened by a young 
lady, who had probably watched our approach 
through one of the windows. There were several 
steps before the door, and the young lady de- 
scended them in order to nneet us. 

" * Here's your sort, Lucy !' exclaimed the 
unabashed Charles, shouting at the top of his 
voice : * " The newly consolidated general Nursing 
Company, established as the act directs, with 
all sorts of provisos, and a capital of three 
millions sterling. Shareholders to apply to 
Moore and Co., who will give satisfactory refe- 
rences. — N.B. A treasurer wanted, who is to 
find himself — and everybody else concerned." 
That's our prospectus, Lucy!' 

" * You impudent thing 1' said Lucy, looking 
at me timidly. 

" I confess that I was terribly annoyed. Not 
that 1 did not feel, even at the moment, that 
Charles's version of the affair, ridiculous as it 
was, would be something to fall back upon, in 
case I found myself too oppressively lauded and 
lionized as a professedly benevolent young lady. 
Between the two extremes I might find my 
true place. Mrs. Rycroft introduced me to 
Miss Lucy Trevor, whom I at once made up 
my mind to like. She may be twenty-three or 
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twenty-four years of age; but there is an air 
5f simplicity about her, and an artlessness in all 
she says, that make her look younger. Her face 
is pretty; her complexion being brilliant, and 
her eyes having a remarkably sweet expression. 
Her figure is about the middle size, and plump ; 
and altogether she has the appearance of being 
a remarkably robust little body. 

*'*You can't think how glad I am to see 
you,' she said, frankly holding out her hand, 
and then retaining mine ; ' and it's so good of 
you to come in this free way, before we've had 
a chance of visiting you. Father will be so 
delighted, and so will Jane. We've been talking 
about you every day. Oh, thank you, Mrs. 
Rycroft, very much for bringing her 1' 

" ' I think you ought to thank me,*^ said 
Charles, 'for it was I that brought her. And 
out of respect to the firm of Moore and Co.> 
remember you*re to treat me civilly in future.' 

" * Gret along with you !' said Mrs. Rycroft. 

" We all walked forward, Lucy still retaining 
my hand, and entered a large, old-fashioned pa- 
nelled parloUr, having a high mantel-piece carved 
in flowers, and. two huge cupboards on either 
side the fire-place. In an easy chair, placed 
near the fire, reclined a venerable man^ whose 
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hair was white as snow, and whose countenanes 
was pleasant to look upon, its expressioii was so 
mild and benevolent. At the centre table was 
seated a staid-looking lady, perhaps thirty-five 
years of age, attired in the quietest of morning 
dresses. She was engaged in the housewi£ety 
occupation of mending stockings, and did not 
shuffle away her basket of work on account of 
our approach. 

'' ^ This is Miss Moore,' said Lucy, who still 
retained my hand. ' Isn't it good of her to 
come and see us ? My father and sist^. Miss 
Moore.' 

" Miss Trevor rose from her chair. 

** * I'm sure we shall be quite proud to make 
your acquaintance, Miss Moore,' she said. ' Do 
come forward and sit down.' 

" ' You may make much of her,* said Mrs. 
Rycroft, throwing herself into an easy chair that 
stood opposite Mr. Trevor's, 'for she doesn't 
care to visit anybody; and she really seemed 
to have a wish to come here/ 

"*Let Miss Moore sit by me,' said Mr. 
Trevor, putting on his spectacles. * I can't see 
her at this distance ; she'll humour an old man's 
infirmities, I'm sure. God bless you, my child !' 
he added, when I had seated myself, and he had 
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tak?n a brief survey of me ; * for you're only a 
child, and Tin pleased to see it. We expected 
to see — what was it we expected to see, Jane 
Trevor ? — a much older young lady certainly ; 
a young lady much taller and larger made every 
way ; a very imposing Und of young lady, with 
the look and air of a queen. I do assure you, 
Miss Moore, that both Jane Trevor and my 
little Lucy were half afraid of meeting so dig- 
nified a person as we supposed you to be/ 

'^I laughed a little, though I felt pained, 
thinking that so exaggerated an idea of myself 
could only have emanated from the Rycrofts. 
Lucy said : 

" * Father is making too much of it. Don't 
believe that we were at all afraid to meet you, 
Miss Moore.' 

" * It was all Lawrence's doing,' said Charles. 
* You know. Miss Moore, he saw you get out of 
the stage coach, and he came home and told us 
you were like a Juno, or a Venus — ^like one of 
the heathen goddesses, you know ; and when I. 
said you wasn't like anything of the sort, they 
wouldn't believe me. They'll not catch me 
mistaking a pretty girl for a goddess, though 
they think I know nothing.' 

" * Charles makes so free with everybody (he'd 
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make free with the Queen herself if she was 
here), that we don't always trust to his report/ 
said Miss Trevor. * Tm sure that you must 
see he's very forward, Miss Moore.' 

" ' And I'm afraid you've found him very 
troublesome,' said Mr. Trevor. 

"*0n the contrary,' I said, *I found him 
very useful. His cheerful spirit, and kind 
heart, and ready hand, have been a great help 
to me. I scarcely know how I should have got 
on without him ; and he and I are fast friends, 
and I cannot hear a word against him.' 

** * Well,' said Mr. Trevor, ' I'm glad to hear 
that.' 

" * Oh, Charles is a favourite everywhere,' said 
Mrs. Rycroft. * He often tells me to. do things, 
and I do 'em without knowing what I'm about. 
I often say to myself, the deuce is in the boy. 
Well, what's the news ? It's such a while since 
I saw any of you !' 

" Mrs. Rycroft has great conversational powers 
—of the kind — and when she begins, it is scarcely 
possible for anyone else to put a word in. She 
talked now at a great rate, and Miss Trevor and 
Lucy seemed to have something to do to keep 
pace with her. While this was going on, I sat 



THE EXPERIENCE OF LIFE. 267 

quietly by the side of Mr. Trevor. Presently he 
leaned towards me and said — 

"'We have been greatly troubled about 
Charles, Miss Moore. He is very wild, but he 
has a good heart. And we are to blame, for we 
have spoiled him. You see he is the youngest. 
His mother died when he was born, and his 
mother was — ' 

" He stopped abruptly, and I saw that tears 
were glistening in his eyes. Mentally I finished 
the sentence — his mother was an angel ! I felt' 
as sure of it as if she had then stood before m^ 
robed with the flashing wings and white gar- 
ments that typify the purity and power of glori- 
fied saints. I don't know how it was that my 
hand found way to his, lying on the arm of his 
chair. We exchanged a pressure and a glance, 
and without a word being spoken, we seemed to 
understand each other perfectly. 

" The stream of words flowed on. It was a 
relief to me when Charles, bold as ever, dragged 
Lucy towards me by the arm, and said— 

"'Did you ever see a fairy. Miss Moore? 
Here's one — a real Yorkshire fairy. She's one 
of them that frequent larders, and make free 
with the butter and cream ; and you see she's 
grown out of all proportion. Her own people 
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wouldn't acknowledge her after she got too big 
to scramble through a key-hole. So we took to 
her : but she's quite impish in her propensities ; 
and if you don't mind, she'll be doing you a 
mischief, for she's too fat to do any good. You 
see there's more of the flesh than the spirit left 
of her.' 

" * Charles can't help talking nonsense/ said 
Lucy, releasing herself. 

"'I only speak the truth/ said Charles. 
* Twenty years ago, Miss Moore, a mysterious 
stranger came to the house, who told us that 
she was to all intents and purposes a fairy. He 
disappeared the same day, and never turned up 
again, to the great regret of Jane, who had fallen 
violently in love with him. It was love at first 
sight, you know ; and Jane never forgot him — 
so she's an old maid. He left behind him a 
short black pipe that he smoked, and Jane took 
possession of it and kept it as a relic. She has 
it locked up in a drawer, and it only sees the 
daylight now and then, when she takes it out to 
kiss it. You see there's a little romance in our 
family.' 

" * There's a good deal of romance in what 
you are Baying,' said Miss Trevor quietly, yet 
reddening v^ry much ; ^ but I will say this, that^ 
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if I did fall in love with Mr. Moore, I showed 
good taste, for he was the most intelligent man 
and the handsomest man I have ever seen.' 

" * Spoken like a. brick !' cried Charles, 
clapping his hands. * Jane Trevor always sticks 
to her text, and I like her for it. So you see, 
Miss Moore, this namesake of yours ought to 
have been one of the family. I wonder if he 
was related to you?' 

" * It is singular,' said Mr. Trevor, * but it 
struck me just now that there was a resemblance 
in Miss Moore to the gentleman you are speaking 
of. It is not in the features but the expression. 
What do you say, Jane Trevor ?' 

"Jane Trevor, as her father always named 
her, looked at me intently for a moment, and 
shook her head. She could not see the likeness 
at all. 

" * Yet there it is — I see it just now,* said 
Mr. Trevor, as 1 turned towards him, * It is 
quite remarkable.' 

" ' Now we're going to make a grand disco- 
very,' said Charles, rubbing his hands. ' Some- 
body fetch Jane's smelling-bottle, while I proceed 
to investigate the matter. This Mr. Moore 
talked a good deal about Mr. Ry croft. I've 
heard you all say so.' 
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"Jane Trevor bit her lip, and Mr. Trevor 
frowned slightly. Certainly both looked re- 
bukingly at Charles. 

" ' It is true that Mr. Rycroft was mentioned in 
the course of the conversation we bad together,' 
jaaid Mr. Trevor. * I had been with Mr. Moore 
and the friend who accompanied him to visit the 
mine. I had introduced them both to Edward 
Thorpe. Naturally enough Mr. Rycroft's name 
was introduced ; but he was an entire stranger 
to Mr. Moore, who had never before heard of 
him.' 

" * Oh ! of course your Mr. Moore is nothing 
to us,' said Mrs. Rycroft. * Never mind him,' 
and she again chatted with Jane Trevor. 

" I could not feel so sure that this Mr. Moore 
was nothing to myself. ' Twenty years ago my 
father must have been eminently handsome. He 
was handsome to the last. Highly intelligent, 
be would have been also, and so far the descrip- 
tion answered. But what struck me most was 
the anecdote about the short, black pipe. You 
know, Grace, that my father never used any 
other than short, black pipes. Besides, I remem- 
bered his telling me that he had visited Scar- 
borough just before I was born, in company with 
Mr. Fraser. He was fond of rambling about 



THE EXPERIENCE OF LIFE, 271 

and visiting whatever was worth seeing ; and the 
two might have journeyed thus far in order to 
see the mine and the wild scenery about it, 
which Charles Trevor had described to me 
while I was at the Halletts'. I could not get 
this idea out of my head. I said at lengthy 
abruptly — 

"'You spoke of Mr. Moore being accom- 
panied by a friend. Do you recollect his name V 

"*Yes, perfectly,' said Mr. Trevor. *His 
name was Fraser, and he was a much older 
man.' 

"'And Mr. Moore^s Christian name was 
Charles/ said Lucy. ' He gave Lawrence a_ 
book and wrote his name in it.' 

" * And I was named after him, at Jane's par- 
ticular request,' said Charles. * I was christened 
Charles Henry, and there isn't another Charles 
in the family.' 

" ' I believe I turned pale : I am sure my lips 
trembled, as I said — 

" * That gentleman was certainly my father.' 

" A dead silence followed this announcement. 
Opposite me sat Jane Trevor, white as a ghost. 
Before a word had been spoken, a very bright- 
eyed, very rosy-cheeked young lady, fairly burst 
into the room, laughing merrily, her bonnet 
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dangKng from her arm by the strings, her hair 
in beautiful disorder, as if it had been consi- 
derably blown about by the wmd. She was 
closely followed by the gentlemanly young man 
whom I had seen for a few moments on the first 
night of my arrival — Lawrence Trevor. 

"The young lady's mirth abated instantly, 
though she surveyed us all with a very saucy 
air. Mr. Lawrence, after bowing to me, seemed 
to look around him with much astonishment. 
Charles, quite excited, broke out in his usual 
style : — 

"*I told you we should want a smelling- 
bottle ! Does nobody see that Jane's fainting, 
and that Miss Moore is wanting a glass of water, 
or something ? Lucy, you run for a glass of 
water. What do you think, Lawrence ? Here 
we've been making the most wonderful of mo- 
dern discoveries. Everybody must be introduced 
to everybody over again. Fm related to Miss 
Moore ; I'm her foster-brother, or something of 
that sort; Mr. Moore, that should have been 
my god-father, was her own father. We're all 
relations together, you know. I never knew 
anything so jolly in my life !' 

"*It appears to be a fact, Lawrence/ said 
Mr. Trevor, ' that this youner lady is the daughter 



THfi EXPERIENCE OF LIFE. 273 

of our Mr. Moore ; she will be doubly welcome 
to us all, for his sake/ 

"Lawrence advanced to me hastily, and 
grasped my hand warmly, his face beaming with 
pleasure. 

" * This is quite an unexpected gratification,' 
he said, ' but, like all gratifications, it has its 
alloy ; you have lost your father/ 

" ' WeD, now, if I didn't forget that !' ex- 
claimed Charles ; ' what a beast I am !' and he 
sat down and covered his face with his hands. 

" Lucy threw her arms round my neck and 
kissed me. Jane Trevor alone said nothing — 
she looked troubled and confused. 

" ' O ! it's the Mr. Moore I've heard you talk 
about,' exclaimed the young lady who was pre- 
sently introduced to me by the name of Mary 
Liddell ; ' and you've always been expecting he 
would some day come to see you again ! How 
sad that is ! You must let me love you very 
much, Miss Moore.' 

" ' I think there must be some mistake,' said 
Mrs. Rycrofl;, who had suddenly become cold 
and constrained. * It's a hodd thing, indeed, if 
Mr. Moore was here, and didn't go to see his 
uncle. I can't understand it at aU.' 

" ' Perhaps,' said Mr. Trevor, ' he was not 
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aware that the Mr. Rycroft we spoke of together 
was his uncle. It would seem that he was not. 
As regards himself, he was certainly a most 
gentlemanly and intelligent young man. He 
was an extraordinary man ; his conversational 
powers were wonderful ; and there was some- 
thing very fasdoating about him. He was a man 
to be loved as well as admired. I remember 
how astonished we all were when we discovered 
that it was past twelve o'clock at night; and 
Jane and Lawrence were sitting up with us, 
not a bit tired. We wished him to stop all 
night, but he would not, and bade us all good 
bye, saying he hoped to see us again, some day. 
So we really did think that some day . we should 
see him again. He certainly made a great im- 
pression upon us ; we always speak and think of 
him as an old friend.' 

'* I felt a little distressed, for this reason ; it 
seemed cruel to have to say to these kind 
persons, who had thought so highly of my 
i&ther, and who had so treasured the recol- 
lection of him, that [ had never heard him 
i mention them, or his visit to this place. I 
could not help thinking that Mr. Rycroft had 
something to do with this silence. Certainly 
my fisither. must have known that the Mr. Ry- 
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croft he conversed about, with Mr. Trevor, was 
his uncle. And he would not own him — 'he 
never named him to me — so that I did not 
know there was such a person ! He was 
ashamed of him, Grace — of this man of whose 
relationship I myself am not proud. And Jane 
Trevor : my impression with regard to - her was, 
that her heart had really been touched by her 
father's clever and fascinating young guest ; 
that he had supplied her with an ideal of which 
all others fell far short. She, like the rest, had 
hoped that he would come again; and now 
within a few minutes, she had learned that he 
was married when she first saw him, and that 
he was dead. I feared to look towards her, she 
was so stonily silent and still. 

" ' We had not the least idea that your father 
was a married man,' said Mr. Trevor, * he 
looked so young. But he must have been mar- 
ried then, for it is just nineteen years ago, and 
we have heard that you are nineteen years old.' 

" * I believe I was bom about a month after 
that visit of my father's into Yorkshire,' I said. 

" * WeD,' said Mrs. Rycroft, rising, and ad- 
justing her dress noisily, as she was in a habit 
of doing, * I think it is time we were going. 
I've heard some veiy hodd things, indeed ; I 
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don't know what Mr. Rycroft may think of it. 
Good morning to you all — don't disturb your- 
selves, pray. Catherine^ I hope you're ready, 
for we ought to. be at home.' 

" She sailed out of the room as she spoke, 
but I could not follow her immediately. My 
new friends — my old friends — which shall I call 
them ? the latter, certainly — crowded round me. 

" * My dear child,' said Mr. Trevor, ' you 
must always come to this house as to a home.' 

" * And you must come very often,' said 
Lucy ; ' promise that you will 1" 

"'And don't forget our relationship/ said 
Charles. " I shall not say Miss Moore any more, 
and so now you know ; you're my sister.' 

" * And I shall be so glad to see you, always,' 
said Mary Liddell. 

" I turned to Jane Trevor — not she to me. 
Disregarding my hand, which I held out, she 
placed both hers on my shoulders, gazed me 
full in the eyes with a strange, dreamy look ; 
kissed me on the forehead, and released me 
without saying a word. Ah, Grace ! I seemed 
to read much in that look that none else might 
read ! what wonderful secrets a human heart 
may hide unsuspected ! my own heart was very 
fiill of strange and sorrowful emotions; I 
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longed to throw myself on Jane Trevor's neck 
and weep. 

'' Lawrence and Charles accompanied me to 
the carriage in which Mrs. Ry croft was already 
seated. I had certainly left my heart behind 
me. Mrs. Rycroft was out of humour, and 
silent. It seems a pity that we cannot choose 
our relations, as we choose our friends. But 
after all, what are the Rycrof ts to me ? I am 
certainly more nearly related to the Trevors. 

" 1 observed much during this visit that im- 
pressed and dwelt with me. Mrs. Rycroft was 
more unaffected and pleasant in the presence of 
the Trevors (until she got affronted, as I have 
told you), than I supposed she could be any- 
where ; as if she had felt compelled to adapt 
herself to the i^mplicity of their manners, or 
really had a liking for them that led to simpli- 
city of manner in herself. On the other hand, 
the Trevors did not meet her with all the cor- 
diality that I am sure they cannot help exhi- 
biting towards those they respect and love. 
They have reserves with Mrs. Rycroft; they 
keep her at a certain distance. I felt assured, 
rather from Mr. Trevor's manner and look, than 
his words, that he entertained a suspicion of 
my father having been quite aware of the vi- 
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cinity of his unde during his visit here ; and 
further, I fancied that he was the more cordial 
with myself, in consequence of this suspicion. 
For some reason, the Ryorofts are not thoroughly 
respected in their high position, nor ordinarily 
trusted — I feel sure of this. When we had 
entered the grounds of Staunton Court, Mrs. 
Ry croft spoke : — 

" ' I think it would have been better if you 
hadn't told the Trevors that person was your 
father, which I don't see was proved at all. The 
Trevors isn't people we think much of; but they 
think a good deal of theirselves ; they're very 
fussy people, I can tell you ; and they like to 
lift theirselves above everybody. I'll assure you 
it was a long while before your unde could make 
up his mind to us having anything to do with 
them. Your uncle always hdd his head above 
the Trevors ; and nobody need ever have been 
ashamed to visit him.* 

" I had got myself into a scrape. I ac- 
knowledged that, socially, Mr. Rycroft's position 
appeared to be much superior to Mr. Trevor's ; 
and this a little pacified the lady. I did not. 
add that in comparison with intellectual and 
moral worth, social position weighed little in 
my estimation. There are some truths that it 
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seems impossible to declare before some persons, 
unless you are prepared for oontention, or can 
make up Jrour mind to a profitless waste of 
breath. I contented myself with saying that I 
liked the Trevors very much. Mrs. Rycroft 
hoped to introduce me to ' some that was better 
worth liking.' 

" Elizabeth was either not at home, or she 
wilfully kept out of my way, for I did not see 
her until dinner-time. But I was summoned to 
an interview with Mr. Rycroft, whom I found in 
the library. ^ 

I had little to tell him, thanks to the gjood 
sense and feeling of Mrs. Hallett, which had led 
her to reveal to me no more than she was willing 
to let all the world know. I acquainted him 
with her declaration respecting Gervase; that 
he was nothing akin to herself or Hallett. 

^' ' And she didn't hint at his being akin to 
somebody else ?' 

'^ ' She mentioned no names. She certainly 
did more than hint that he, and others connected 
with him, had been grievously wronged in some 
way ; and she expressed a hope that the wrong 
would ultimately be redressed.' 

" ' Oh,' said Mr. Rycroft ; 'you may tell her 
from me, that she's an old fool. She must be 
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an obstinate beast, or Hallett would have tamed 
her before this time. I am acquainted with all 
the facts, of course. The lad is illegitimate; 
declaring his parentage would do no good to 
him, and would be the ruin of some others who 
could not bear up against such public reproach 
as would lie on them. You see, it's been a 
troublesome affair to me to keep all this quiet ; 
and I wish I was rid of it. But what IVe once 
promised, FU perform, to the best of my ability. 
Hallett himself is a thorough scamp, who knows 
what hold he has upon us ; and his silence is 
only to be purchased by money, which he extorts 
all along. There is no safety even with him, 
for in one of his drunken fits he may let all out 
I've offered to give him any sum to go abroad, 
but he won't go. He's worse than the devil ; 
he would delight in bringing us to ruin after tor- 
turing us in every possible way. I declare to 
you, Catherine, that this affair has often made 
me feel life a burden.' 

" Mr. Rycroft spoke excitedly ; he had a very 
care-worn look. He has changed considerably 
for the worse since I first saw him. 

"*r*do not understand,* I said, 'why the 
burden should fall so heavily and exclusively on 
you. The exposure threatens others^ and not 
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yourself, or any belonging to you at all. I un- 
derstood you to say so/ 

" ' Good God, don^t be a fool ! I have feelings 
and interests at stake. I am attached to this 
family, the Osbomes ; it would kill me to see them 
dishonoured. So long as the secret is safe, and 
no longer, I enjoy certain privileges. If the latter 
was not the case, I should be quite as anxious 
as I am. Fm so fixed, that there's nobody I 
can consult. Mr. Osborne is a proud man ; a 
man of ungovernable passions — if you thwart 
his humour, he's like a wild beast — all the 
Osbomes have been alike for that. He expects 
me to keep all right ; and rather than hear one 
word from me on the subject, he'd have all 
come out, and then make an end of it all by 
shooting himself through the head. What is 
one to do in such a difficult case ?' 

" ' I cannot advise,* I said, * I cannot feel any 
interest in, or any respect for such a man as you 
describe Mr. Osborne to be. What I heard 
respecting him in London, led me to form a very 
different opinion of him. If your account of 
him be quite correct, I think he is unworthy 
of the trouble you are at,. to spare his feelings. 
He does not appear to consider the feelings of 
any one.' 
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'* Understand this/ said Mr. Rycroft, who 
seemed eager to convince me ; ' his father was a 
good friend to me when I began life ; and for 
his sake I am content to suffer so long as I can 
do any good to the family. Now you under- 
stand all the case. You are a steady^ sen»ble 
girl, Catherine, and that's made me confide in 
you as I never did in anybody else — not even in 
Mrs. Rycroft, as I told you before. If you will, 
I think you may help us a good deal.' 

'^ ' I am quite willing to help any that really 
need help/ I said. 

"'I am sure you are/ said Mr. Rycroft. 
'Your coming here seems to be quite pro- 
vidential. Tm getting in years, Catherine, as 
you see : it's time I had a little rest after suffer- 
ing a great part of my life through the sinful- 
ness of other people. You say you found that 
woman and lad grateful. I dare say, now, you'd 
have some influence over them. You'd be doing 
both a good service if you could persuade the 
woman to leave the country and take the lad with 
her ; — I'd make it worth her while. If she 
liked, it could be done without Hallett's know- 
ledge ; I can manage him.' 

" * I dare not undertake such a task at present,' 
I said ; ' I do not see my way clear. Besides, 
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this Mrs. Hallett is no ordinary woman. She is 
not one to be tempted by money, or daunted by 
iH-usage. She may be labouring under a mistake ; 
but what she sees right to do she will do, and 
nothing less than that, you speak of Mr. Os- 
borne as being unmanageable ; this woman is 
even more unmanageable, because she beUeves 
that she has right on her side, and she is con- 
scientious. She fears God, and not man. This 
is a strong position ; and it would only be folly 
to assail it in any common way.' 

" ' Curse her !* muttered Mr. Rycroft (men- 
tally I think he cursed me too). ' She must be 
convinced that she is labouring under a mistake, 
Catherine. You must assure her that she is ; 
that if we have any more nonsense with her she 
and the lad will lose every chance of being helped. 
Something may be done in this way. The wo- 
man takes to the boy, you say ; Hallett is selfish, 
and cares only for himself. You tell her this lad, < 
being most certainly illegitimate, has no claim 
upon anybody ; but on her going away from this 
place with him immediately, I am willing to 
advance a sum of money that will give him a 
fair start in life. I'll pay her passage and his to 
any part of the world they like to go to. It's 
more than I've any authority to do ; I shall be 
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out of pocket ; but Til do it freely to get rid of 
them.' 

" Mr. Rycroft again found me at fault. I fear 
I am destined to fail him altogether. ' I think/ 
I said, ' the assurance that she is labouring under 
a mistake would come better from you than from 
me — I, as she is herself well assured, knowing 
nothing of the facts.' 

" ' Why, bless my soul, I tell you what the 
facts are : you believe me, don't you ?' said Mr. 
Rycrofti growing redder in the face. 

" ' She would not believe me,' I said. ' 1 
have an idea that she would laugh at me. Per- 
haps you have never seen her ? — you don't know 
her?' 

" ' I've seen her — many years ago,' said Mr. 
Rycroft. * As to knowing her, I know she's 
quite a low sort of woman.' 

*• He spoke hurriedly at first, and then con- 
temptuously, as if my latter suggestion had 
wounded his dignity. And yet he seemed to 
expect that / knew her thoroughly. I evidently 
knew her better than he did, and I hastened to 
enlighten him. 

" * She is poor and uneducated,' I said ; ' but 
she is a woman in whose presence you may lose 
sight of those two facts. She is naturally 
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Strong-minded, sensible, kind and brave. She is 
a consciously injured woman, who feels and 
understands, and does not resist. She is a wo- 
man burdened with some half knowledge, or 
imagination, of a wrong that oppresses her con- 
science, and tries her affections, and that leaves 
her undecided how to act, yet determined to act 
in the moment that she sees her way. She is a 
woman to be feared, if I have read herself and 
the circumstances surrounding her right. The 
resoluteness that is in her, and that will surely 
show itself if she lives, is not to be met in any 
common-place way. And putting her aside 
altogether, you must allow me to set you right 
with regard to her reputed son. He is no mere 
boy to be told to do this or that, and expected 
to do it ; he is a fine, intelligent young man, 
highly gifted in many ways, quite as sensi- 
tive (so it seems to me) as your Mr. Osborne, 
without, like him^ abandoning his true place. I re- 
spect God's dealing with him in this matter, and 
take him as he is. You have made me ac- 
quainted with these two individuals, and this is 
my report of them. You have to deal with a 
desperate woman, and a self-respecting and 
respectable man.' 

" Why I spoke thus strongly, and why Mr. 
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Rycroft shrank visibly in his chair, as if his 
usual dimensions had been curtailed on a sudden, 
I cannot explain to you, except that there was 
an antagonism between us that produced these 
two effects. You will understand that on my 
mind rested a conviction that Mr. Rycroft was 
dealing unfairly ; and that he was unfairly call- 
ing upon me to act in a matter respecting which 
he knew I had no clear understanding. Near to 
him as I inevitably was, I as inevitably stood 
aloof from him. He gathered himself up pre- 
sently, and said : 

" ' Say nothing about this ; I must deal with 
it as I can. Whatever you do, don't let a word 
slip before your aunt and cousin. I've been at 
immense expense and trouble to keep the matter 
quiet, and it would be a dreadful thing to fail 
at last. I'm sure I may trust to your discretion ; 
and I sha'n't forget how willing you've been to 
serve me. I have it m my power to serve you 
and I will. Now go to your aunt.' 

" Mr. Rycroft is very ready with his offer of 
services (promised in the offensive way of reward) 
which I never mean to accept. It is useless to 
reiterate this latter fact. I shaU not remain here 
long. I have a love of independence that will 
not allow me to lead an idle life. You will see. 
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Grace, that without a word having been directly 
spoken on the subject, it is understood betwixt 
Mr. Rycrofib, Mrs. Hallett and myself, that Ger- 
vase is Miss Osborne's son. At present I will 
say nothing further as to what I think and 
believe. I am in a very unenviable state of 
mind, Grace. 

** Mrs. Rycroft chose to be very distant with 
me during the whole of this day : and in order 
to relieve myself of her society I took a long stroll 
about the grounds, which are really beautiful. 
But I did not enjoy the beauty or observe it as I 
should have done some time ago. My mind 
was occupied with many thoughts, and I must 
leave you to guess at the nature of them. I 
believe I am becoming reserved even with you, 
Grace. 

" At dinner we had company : Dr. Frank 
and his wife ; therefore Miss Osborne did not 
appear. I do not like Mrs. Frank. She is a 
tall, spare woman, with a shrewish, sharp face, 
and the smallest and coldest black eyes I ever 
saw. They are like two glass beads ; as round, 
and glittering, and wanting in depth. She 
looked so pertinaciously at me that I thought 
she came for the purpose — as probably she 
did. During dinner Mr. Rycroft made an en- 
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quiry respecting the Doctor's last patient, Miss 
Thorpe. 

" ' Oh, she'll not get over it/ said the Doctor. 
' It's a case of paralysis ; and after doing all I 
could, I left Jackson with her. But it's of no 
use ; she's dying as fast as she can.' 

" * She must be a very old woman,' said Mrs. 
Rycroft. 

" I don't pretend to be a judge of ladies' 
ages,' said Dr. Frank, ' but she must be old, as 
you say. However, she looks to me much as 
she has always looked — neither younger nor 
older. I don't think any of the Thorpes ever 
did look young — certainly not in my time. 
Edward always looked old, but he was a worthy 
fellow ; you may look a long while before you 
find a better.' 

" I remembered that Mr. Trevor had said he 
introduced my father to this same Mr. Thorpe 
(as I supposed), and I listened with some in- 
terest. 

" * I didn't know him,' said Mrs. Rycroft. ' I 
suppose his sisters are very disagreeable people^ 
I had a servant that lived with them, and she 
told strange tales of their ways.' 

" ' Indeed 1' said Dr. Frank. 

" * They are very odd indeed,' said Mrs. Frank, 
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* SO niggardly that they grudge themselves the 
food they eat. Then they are always snarling 
at one another ; and as for scandalmongering^ 
I suppose there never was anything like them. 
I couldn't live with them a day/ 

" Dr. Frank gave utterance to a loud ' hem !' 

" * Well, I believe they never had any acquaint* 
ances but them old Miss Winstays, that's quite 
as bad/ said Mrs. Rycroft. 

" * I don't allow anybodylto traduce the Misses 
Winstay/ said Dr. Prank ; ' they are old 
friends of mine. When I was a boy they were 
very good to me, and weVe never had a quarrel* 
They were my mother^s friends ; and I can bear 
testimony that they've done good to many. As 
to the Misses Thorpe, I can't speak positively ; 
I never had a chance of visiting Moorlands before 
to-day ; for none of the Misses Thorpe were 
ever ifl, which, I must say, was rather shabby 
of them. Old Thorpe himself dropped off the 
perch before my father could reach him.' 

" * I shall never be able to break the doctor of 
these vulgar expressions,' said Mrs. Frank. 

" * My dear, I must acknowledge that you have 
wasted a good deal of admonition upon me. I 
was about to observe, that during Edward 
Thorpe's long illness, I frequently met one of 
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the sisters at his house ; the youngest, perhaps, 
though she looks old, of course : I must say that 
she appeared to me to be a very kind, homely 
sort of body." 

'' ' Oh, we know that you meet with kind md 
good people every day,' said Mr& Frank, tossing 
her head. * It's all your want of discrimina- 
tion.' 

'^ ' If want of discrimination leads to such a 
result, don't let us quarrel with it — don't you, 
especially. You see it keeps me in good hu- 
mour.' 

'' ' For my part, I don't believe that an dd 
maid could be anything but disagreeable,' said 
Elizabeth* 

^ ' That's just such a speech as Rebeoca Win- 
stay made when about your age,' said Dr. Frank ; 
* I've heard my father remind her of it ; for he 
was very blunt — something like his son. Re- 
beoca wouldn't be an old maid for all the worlds. 
So mind what you say. Miss Elizabeth. For 
my part, having seen a good deal of both, I 
don't think there's die toss up of a halfpenny 
between the wives and. the old maids, so far as 
amiability goes.' 

*' ' Do make yourself as disagreeable as you 
aan^ gray !' said Mrs. Frank, snappishly. Gkt- 
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tainly I was wrong in supposmg that Dr. Frank 
had a happy home. 

'* * My dear, I am far from wishing to make 
myself disagreeable ; I have a great objection to 
disagreeable people myself. I am apt tp blunder^ 
I know ; but what I meant to say was, that in 
proportion to their number, there are as many 
amiable old maids as wives. Consequently, they 
are fairly balanced the other way. Am I saying, 
something atrocious T (He might well ask, for 
Mrs. Frank was looking daggers at him.) ' My 
dear, remember that fools and children generally 
speak the truth. Miss Moore, you're neither 
an old maid nor a wife; permit me to take 
refuge for a moment with you. I had a par* 
ticular reason for thinking of you while I was at 
Moorlands to-day.' 

" ' It gratifies me to know that you think of 
me at any time,' I said. 

" * H'm ! thank you for that speech amongst 
other things. You must allow me to give you a 
little history. Rycroft, don't, keep all the wine 
at your end of the table, or the ladies will ga 
short.' (By this time the dessert was on the 
table.) ' The brother of those Misses Thorpe — 
rather an eccentric fellow, but eccentric in the 
best of ways — after living long enough to give 
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promise of ending his days in bachelorhood, 
made a journey to London, and to the great 
astonishment of his sisters, brought a wife down 
with him. From what you have heard to-night, 
you may understand that the Thorpes are not great 
guns in this neighbourhood; nevertheless, the 
news of Edward Thorpe's marriage produced a 
great sensation ; perhaps because it was a settled 
thing in most people's minds that Edward Thorpe 
was to be a bachelor, and nothing else ; perhaps 
because it was a settled thing m many people's 
minds that he was not to be anything of the 
kind. There was no mistake about the sensation^ 
however produced. There was no mistake about 
his wife being cried down as much as if she had 
robbed a whole colony of unmarried women of 
their last matrimonial chance. She was nothing to 
look at ; she had no money ; she was of no family. 
There was not much of her any way, for she was 
almost a child in years. I was myself a bachelor 
at that time, and I had no share in the general 
excitement except as it afforded me amusement. 
Chance first introduced me to a personal ac- 
quaintance with her. I accompanied a friend 
who wished to visit the mine ; and whilst there, 
we were introduced to a very primitive school- 
house, erected by Edward Thorpe himself, and 
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maintained at his expense for the benefit of the 
children of the miners. A rough lot they were ; 
and over the girls presided this young Mrs. 
Thorpe. I am forgetting to tell you that Edward 
Thorpe was overlooker of a mine some miles 
distant.' 

" * I understand,' I said ; * I have heard him 
spoken of.' 

" * That's all right. Mrs. Thorpe made a great 
impression upon myself and my friend; the 
more so, perhaps, because of the work in which 
we found her occupied, and because of the strong 
contrast betwixt herself and the half-savages by 
whom she was surrounded. She was a slight- 
made young girl, with a pale, pretty face, half- 
hidden by a profusion of glossy dark-brown curls. 
But it was chiefly her manner that fascinated us. 
She was so gentle, so courteous, so frank, almost 
cordial, as if we were old friends whom she was 
welcoming, that, upon my soul, I myself felt 
half inclined to quarrel with Edward Thorpe for 
his good luck.^ 

" ' It's a wonder you didn't fall quite in ISve 
with her,' said Mrs. Frank, in what was surely 
her hardest manner. 

" * I did that,' said the doctor, coolly, * but it 
was of no use. I began to court you shortly 
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afterwards, Polly, and my wooing prospered, 
as they say. Let bygones be bygones. Just 
attend to me, Miss Moore. The Thorpes, 
being nobody in particular, seemed to die out 
of recollection naturally, after the brother was 
married— there being no carnal craving abroad 
for the Misses Thorpe — 'and I (thanks to my 
wife, I expect) forgot them, as others did. Per- 
haps nine years had elapsed, when I was sum- 
moned to attend the only child of Edward 
Thorpe, a little girl, who, at seven years of age, 
was a marvel of learning. Her father had taken 
deligbt in instrueting her, and she must hav^ 
possessed marvellous capacity; but her mind 
was outgrowing her body, and I told Mr. Thorpe 
that her i3tudies must be given up, or she^must 
die. Her mother (looking, I thought, as young, 
as pale, and pretty as ever) foHowed earnestly on 
my side, and Edward Thorpe reluctantly con- 
sented that her studies should be given up for 
a time. But there was this difficulty in the 
way — the child took to her severe studies, and 
could not be made to feel an interest in anything 
else; so that she seemed in danger of pining 
away if these were withheld from -her. It was 
an extraordinary case, and we were obliged 
to compromise. Three or four years after this. 
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I was again caUed to Edward Thorpe^s, in order 
to attend an old lady who lived with him, and 
whom I supposed to be Mrs. Thorpe's grand- 
mother. She lingered some months, and died, 
and Mrs. Thorpe seemed to be as affectionately 
attentive to her as she had been to her child « 
On this occasion, also, I could see no change 
in Mrs. Thorpe. While we in the world were 
growing elderly, she in her solitude seemed to 
retain her youth. And it was a complete soli- 
tude in which she lived ; for the house inhabited 
by Edward Thorpe had been built by an ec- 
centric individual in the very heart of the rugged 
scenery surrounding the mine, and on a spot 
that was scarcely accessible. Mrs. Thorpe rarely 
saw more of the world than lay 'between this 
spot, and the sohoolhouse, which she continued 
to attend, for the purpose of giving instruction 
to the children. Two or three times in the 
course of the year (not more, as I was informed 
by one of the miners) she passed over the heath 
in order to pay a visit to the Misses Thorpe* 
Sometimes (but only in case of sickness or 
death, or calamity of some kind occurring 4n the 
homes of the miners) she would walk as far as 
the village. I began to feel a real interest in 
this still young woman; her sad, sweet, pale 
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face and graceful figure haunted me. There 
was something refreshing to me in the simplicity 
of her life and manners ; in the gentleness of 
her speech. I often thought within myself that 
she, so wery way fitted to adorn any society, 
must sometimes weary of the sameness of her 
recluse life, especially as she had lived in Lon- 
don, and had certainly been well brought up. 
Her evident sadness and patience helped to con- 
vince me that she was enduring rather than 
enjoying life. That she liked congenial society 
was made dear by the fact, that, so long as the 
old Vicar of Torwood lived, the two were in* 
separable companions. After his death there 
was no intelligent man or woman to supply his 
place. Then I was assured by Mr. Trevor, 
who knew more of Edward Thorpe than any 
one else, that the latter had a decided objection 
to his wife forming any acquaintances ; so much 
so that he seemed put out by a visit from Mrs. 
Trevor, the only lady who paid that attention to 
the bride. Mrs. Trevor shortly afterwards de- 
clined in health, and died ; and with her died 
all true, womanly interest in the young stranger. 
I learned from the Misses Winstay that Mrs. 
Thorpe was odd in her habits, that she would 
wander by herself among the rocks for hours 
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together, and that she rather shunned her sisters- 
in-law. All this led me to one conclusion ; that 
Mrs. Thorpe was leading an unnatural life, and 
that she was not happy,' 

" ' You really don't know how prosy you are, 
sometimes, doctor,' said Mrs, Frank. ' Is that 
the end of it ?' 

^* ' I hope not,' I said. * I am just beginning 
ta feel intensely interested.' 

'* ' I thought you would be,' said the doctor ; 
^ I felt sure of it.' 

"'Well, make an end as soon as you can, 
for the sake of everybody else,' said Mrs. Frank. 

* Here is Elizabeth quite tired, I am sure.' 

« ' Tired of what ?' asked Elizabeth, just lifting 
her^yes from a small pocket-book in which she 
had been for some time writing with a pencil. 

* Tired of Dr. Frank's talking, do you mean? 
I assure you I have not heard a word that he 
said — he does not disturb me in the least.' 

"This small speech is not an unfavourable 
specimen of Elizabeth's usual style. There is at 
aU times a hardness in her manner, an imperti- 
nence in her remarks, that are especially offensive 
in so young a girl. In the course of the day, 
this hardness and impertinence had borne rather 
heavily upon myself; but I was, fortuuately, 
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in a state of mind to receive both with 
eqii^imity. 

" ' Some years again passed/ continued Dr. 
Frank, taking no further notice of the inter- 
ruption, ^and one day I was summoned to 
Burnham Crags, by a note from Mrs. Thorpe, 
in which she informed me, that her husband 
had for some time been seriously 31, but that 
he resolutely rejected all medical assistance, so 
that she could only beg that 1 would pay him a 
visit, as if by chance, and give her the result 
of my observations, t went immediately, and 
found that Edward Thorpe had not long to live. 
His complaint was a peculiar one, and of some 
standing. It was a wasting away of the whole 
system; the food he took did not tend to 
nourish him ; he had almost lost his voice. I 
saw that little could be done, but I recommended 
that he should visit the Island of Jersey, and 
take Mrs. Thorpe with him. I told him that 
such a change would do her much good. But 
he saw through the drift of my visit at onoe, 
and got almost angry. He was certainly a self- 
opinionated man, and he took his own course 
now, regardless of the wishes of those around 
him. He would not go to Jersey, he would 
not take medicine. He would not believe that 



THE EXPERIENCE OP Um. 299 

he was sick unto death, but he acted like a wise 
man under the circumstances, and made his will, 
which I witnessed. He left everything he pos- 
sessed to his wife, and appointed Mr. Trevor 
as sole executor. The will was a generous one, 
n singularly trusting one for him, for in case of 
his wife marrying again he still left her with 
sole power over the property and his child. 

" * On this occasion of seeing Mrs. Thorpe, it 
struck me that she had ^suddenly become much 
older in appearance ; she had a very care-worn 
look. It seemed to me that she had never 
fully grown into this life of hers, so as to feel 
quite at home in it. She did n(^ take upon 
hersdf much authority, but deferred greatly to 
Miss Thorpe, whom I saw frequently at this 
time, the invalid allowing my visits as a friend, 
though he would have nothing to do with my 
physic or my advice. The daughter, by this 
time about fifteen years of age, and apparently 
as dull and common^^place as a singularly pre- 
cocious child could well become, evidently cleaved 
to the aunt rather than to the mother. I am 
ndt imaginative, I think, but at this time Mrs. 
Thorpe had to me the look of one conscious of 
being surrounded oidy by desolation. It was a 
sad, hopeless, apathetic look, but not so fixed as 
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to give one the idea of absolute resignation. 
Occasionally, there was a restless irritability about 
her, that she kept down with effort, but could 
not altogether conceal from me. Her eyes, if 
you encountered them unawares, wore that 
dreaminess of look that betokens a mind oo* 
cupied with thoughts and scenes that have little 
to do with the present. Having watched her 
thus long, I felt more interested in her than 
ever. She was a sealed book to me, but I 
could guess at the contents by what was iDscribed 
on the cover. Hers could scarcely have been a 
match of affection ; yet in Edward Thorpe she 
would most probably lose her last as well as her 
best friend ; for, according to all accounts, she 
was the sole survivor of her own family — a 
family unknown even to the Misses Thorpe. 
Hers appeared to me to be one of those tender, 
womanly natures that do not stand well alone. 

*' * I was assured of one thing — that her earnest 
and affectionate attentions to her husband were 
real. There was nothing sham about her. She 
exerted all her influence in order to induce him 
to accept medical aid ; she clung to the hope 
that he might live. He died, however; and 
much sooner than be would have done if he 

b^cj mt \)^m §Q Qbstip?ite, It w^ ^ matter 



of taste and feeling With him 5 he gi*atified him- 
self, and bore the consequences, like the philoso- 
pher he was ] knowing that the postponement 
of the catastrophe would really have amounted 
to nothing with others. 

" ' After his death, Mrs. Thorpe removed with 
her daughter to Moorlands, and I again lost 
sight of her for a time. Mr. Trevor, as executor^ 
had several interviews with her, and she in* 
terested him very much. He found her a com* 
plete child in business matters, and he also found 
the Misses Thorpe, as usual, particularly sharp. 
They contrived to wield, as by proxy, all the 
power that her husband left in her hands. They 
exerted authority over her in other ways. Mr* 
Trevor wished to introduce his ddest daughter 
to her, and told her so in the presence of the 
Misses Thorpe, who rose in a body, and declared 
that at their time of life they could not be put 
out of the way by having strange visitors come 
to the house. Besides, they knew that it would 
be contrary to their brother's wish* Mrs. Thorpe 
gave way to them at once, thanking Mr. Trevor 
for the kind feeling of which she might not take 
advantage. 

" * Mr. Trevor thought it best not to interfere 
further^ because as she was living with her 
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sisters-in-law, any offence to the latter would 
only tend to make her life amongst them more 
uncomfortable. But I fired up a little at this 
account, and with the help of Jane Trevor and 
Lucy, I formed divers plans for the emancipation 
of Mrs. Thorpe ; but all came to nothing ; and 
for nearly twelvemonths I again lost sight of 
her. Six or seven weeks ago I heard that she 
had been summoned to London by a sister whom 
she had supposed to be dead. She went, leaving 
her daughter at Moorlands. This morning on 
entering the house I was at once assailed by the 
two Misses Thorpe, not on the subject of their 
sister's illness, but the extraordinary subject, to 
me, of their sister-in-law's unwarrantable conduct 
in having taken the liberty of quitting Moorlands, 
and absenting herself for a long time, in defiance 
of their displeasure and remonstrances ; and they 
concluded by asserting that the sudden illness of 
the elder Miss Thorpe had been occasioned by 
this act of disobedience which had preyed upon 
her mind. I said, pretty coolly, that it was a 
pity she had so allowed it to prey on her mind, 
and desired to be shown to her room at once. 
I found her in the state I have described, and 
after remaining with her some hours, left her in 
charge of Jackson, who accompanied me. On 
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descending to the parlour^ the two Misses Thorpe, 
whom I made acquainted with their sister's con- 
dition, instead of bewailing themselves, therefore, 
again launched out against the absent Mrs. 
Thorpe. They admitted that she had written 
frequently ; that she accounted for her prolonged 
absence* She had found her sister, as she had 
expected to do» and she was naturally lingering 
at the side of one from whom she had been 
separated more than nineteen years, and whom 
she had not hoped to meet in this world again. 
She also spoke in her letters of having met with 
a gentleman who in her girlhood was the kindest 
of friends to herself and others of her family. 
These details from her letters, so open and so 
like herself, pleased me, but aflforded matter of 
fresh offence to the Misses Thorpe. They offered 
to show me these letters, but I declined, knowing 
that they were not written for such general scru- 
tiny. Indeed, this offer of the Misses Thorpe 
compelled me to launch out as I had previously 
been disposed to do. I told them that I did not 
at all understand what it was they objected to in 
Mrs. Thorpe's conduct ; that on receiving such 
a letter as they described, she could not do less 
than she had done. "And Mrs. Thorpe," I 
continued, warming with my subject, " has a 
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right to do as she pleases. In such a matter as 
this, her husband left her, free and uncontrollable. 
I, for one, say at once that none of you have any 
business to meddle/ 

"*It provoked me to see how coolly Mrs, 
Thorpe's daughter sat and heard this, and said 
not a word. With a very mysterious air, one 
of the Misses Thorpe drew me aside. She 
assured me that I did not understand the mat* 
ter. The letter indisputably received by Mrs- 
Thorpe had not been shown to any one — she 
scrupulously kept it to herself. The Misses 
Thorpe requested to see it, and she declined 
complying with their request. Therefore the 
Misses Thorpe did not believe her report of the 
letter. Therefore they opposed her, when she 
declared that it was her intention to proceed at 
once to London. This Miss Thorpe said some- 
thing further about her " dishonoiu-ed brother '* 
that I did not fully comprehend ; but that com- 
pelled me to exclaim-*-" God defend us from 
imaginations !'* Then followed this description 
of a scene :-^Mrs. Thorpe had requested that 
she might have a conveyance to take her to 
Selby early on the morning after receiving the 
letter, so that she might be in time for the coach 
bound to London, where her sister was residmg. 
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The Misses Thorpe, opposed to her going, de- 
dared that she should not have such conveyance. 
Mrs. Thorpe, assuming some authority, desired 
a servant to request the loan of a conveyance 
from a neighbour. The Misses Thorpe coun- 
teracted this order, and the servant obeyed them. 
Then Mrs. Thorpe, being quite determined to 
accomplish her object, declared that she would 
walk to Selby and remain there all night. Then 
the Misses Thotpe locked all the doors and made 
Mrs. Thorpe prisoner. 

" ' She was so quiet (it is her sly way),' con- 
tinued Miss Martha Thorpe, ' that we thought 
she might be brought to reason. Susan (that's 
the youngest sister, that I had seen most of) 
wanted us to let her have her own way ; but 
Susan was always soft, and we didn't mind her. 
She sees now that she was wrong. Well, I 
declare to you that we made every door fast, and 
kept a good look-out; but the next morning 
Mrs. Thorpe was gone ! If she'd been about 
anything good, she wouldn't have gone in that 
way.' 

" ' Why, you wouldn't let her go in any other 
way,' I said. 

" * However she got out of the house, and 
however she found her way to Selby, that had 

VOL. II, X 
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never been there before, goodness only knows/ 
said Miss Martha. 

'*It equally surprised me that this bit of 
gossip had not reached the ears of the people at 
Selby. But Miss Martha presently informed 
me that herself and her sisters used the precau- 
tion of not expressing any surprise, when they 
discovered her flight They spoke before the 
servants as if they knew of her departure, and 
had aided in it. They had been exasperated into 
speaking as they did to me by Mrs. Thorpe's 
unsatisfactory letters, and by witnessing the 
effect produced by this whole affair (as they 
believed) upon their now dying sister. The 
letters were unsatisfactory in this way — Mrs. 
Thorpe did not give the names of her sister or 
her friend. Her letters were addressed to her 
at the chambers of a solicitor. When her daugh- 
ter, at the suggestion of her aunts, requested to 
know the names of her new aunt and of the 
gentleman who was so old a friend, Mrs. Thorpe 
declined giving either for the present. This the 
maiden ladies considered to be a very bad sign 
indeed. I was shown a letter (it was entrusted 
to my care, to be put in the post), just written 
by Mrs. Thorpe's daughter, informing her mo- 
ther of the catastrophe that had occurred, and 
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requiring her immediate return. It was a cold, 
cruel letter, dictated by the aunts, no doubt. 
Indeed I question whether that very learned 
child is at this present time capable of inditing 
a letter of herself. I said I thought it was 
unkindly worded; but as no one noticed the 
remark, I quietly waited the sealing of the letter 
and put it in my pocket. It will undoubtedly 
bring Mrs. Thorpe down in a hurry, and you 
may guess what her reception wiU be. It was 
a wish that Mrs. Thorpe could find some friend 
in this part of the country whose countenance 
and presence would be a stay to her, that made 
me think of you. I feel sure that you would 
like one another, if you could be brought toge- 
ther, and that is not impossible. Mrs. Thorpe 
has shown some resolution at last, and I hope 
she will go on in the same spirit. I flatter 
myself that she respects me very much ; and the 
feet is, I am hoping to have the pleasure of 
introducing you to one another.' 

"I was reaUy pleased. * Thank you very 
much, Dr. Frank,' I said. ''I shall be most 
happy to make the acquaintance of Mrs. 
Thorpe.' 

"*I can't have Mrs. Thorpe coming here/ 
said Mrs. Rycroft. ' I suppose you understand 

X 2 
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that, Miss Moore. She's quite a nobody, and 
we're not used to mix with such people/ 

" ' I don't like to hear of anybody being 
set down as nobody, though I don't expect 
everybody to take to my somebodies,' said Dr. 
Frank. 

'''We aU know what you are,' said his 
wife. ' You always take to out-of-the-way people. 
Why, you might as weU have asked Elizabeth 
to visit Mrs. Thorpe.' 

'" Oh ! the Doctor knows that I don't pretend 
to be amiable,' said Elizabeth. 

" I had been in a sort of commotion all the 
evening, growing upward or downward out of 
myself. I now said, much in Elizabeth's own 
tone : — 

" * There is certainly some merit in not pre- 
tending to be what we are not.' 

" Elizabeth slightly elevated her eyebrows, but 
went on writing in her pocket-book. 

" ' Well, there's truth in that,' said Dr. Frank; 
' but it has often struck me that some people 
show to best advantage when they make an 
effort to appear to be anything but what they 
are. We should not get along as well as we 
do, if that was not an almost universal practice. 
I am a plain-dealing man, and I like plain- 
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dealing people. Plain dealing goes farthest in 
the long run/ 

" What the Doctor said helped to determine 
me how to act. I was not prolonging my stay 
at Staunton Court for my own pleasure, and I 
saw no reason why I should remain there in a 
state of restraint. Both Mr. and Mrs. Rycroft 
had, to serve their own ends, paraded my inde- 
pendence not only of means but of character ; 
and neither would have any right to complain 
if I proved that, in part at least, their report was 
correct. I determined to make a stand upon 
my independence of the latter kind. 

" ' When I declared that I should like to be 
introduced to Mrs. Thorpe,' I said, * I did not 
contemplate her coming here. Most certainly, 
if I have formed a correct estimate of her, she 
would object to come if she was asked. I believe 
I am something like Dr. Frank — I take to out- 
of-the-way people. Your very select circle may 
not satisfy me ; and • you must not expect to 
bind me down by rule and line ; for hitherto I 
have been free to act as I pleased ; and I must 
be free still. You must allow me to visit Mrs. 
Thorpe, if she will allow of my visits — which I 
am sorry to say I doubt.* 
" The plain truth, as uttered by one individual 
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to another in common intercourse, has certainly 
an unmannerly, boastful air about it — the more 
so if it is uttered in the blunt way that best 
becomes what is true. It suited me to be very 
blunt just then, and I created a sensation. Mr. 
Rycroft, who had been very silent and thoughtful, 
suddenly lifted his head and looked at me. 
Mrs. Rycroft grew excessively red. Elizabeth 
closed her pocket-book, and flung her pencil to 
the other end of the table, regarding me all the 
while with an excessively rude stare. Mrs. 
Frank sat rigidly in her chair, quite aghast. 
Her. husband poured out a glass of wine, and 
sat sipping it in luxurious silence. 

" ' WeU, really,' said Mrs. Rycroft, after an 
awful pause of some minutes, ' if our company 
doesn't suit you I shall be sorry. I'm sure we 
keep company with the best sort of people to be 
found hereabouts.' 

" * Yet some of the best sort may escape your 
observation,' I said, ' and you mu$t allow me to 
discover these for myself. I cannot be fettered 
by social distinctions : wealth and position weigh 
little with me ; and I take to Mrs. Thorpe be- 
cause she is not recommended to me in the 
ordinary way. It was understood before to-night 
that I was an odd person.' 
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" * Once for all/ said Mr. Rycroft, speaking 
in an authoritative tone, ' it is to be understood 
that my niece is to have her own way. I thought 
that was understood already. Miss Moore is 
independent, and accustomed to do as she likes. 
She is eccentric, and a little eccentricity wont 
do any of us any harm. She'll stir us up a bit 
— do us good, perhaps. Dr. Frank, pass the 
claret.' 

** It suited Mr. Rycroft to take my part ; he 
could not well do otherwise. EUzabeth, after 
looking fixedly at her father, flung her pocket- 
book across the table after her pencil, rose from 
her chair, and bounced out of the room, mutter- 
ing something that sounded to me very like 
* humbug.' Am /a * humbug ?' and has 
Elizabeth found me out ? The §nd may show. 
In the meantime I cannot be on worse terms 
with Elizabeth than I previously was when it 
suited her own pleasure to put me down. 

" Mrs. Rycroft was certainly a good deal influ- 
enced by my words and manner, or Mr. Ry- 
croft's, or both. 

" ' To be sure,' she said, ' Catherine must do 
as she likes while she's with us ; I didn't mean 
to say anything against that, because I'm sure 
she wouldn't do anything that was quite wrong ; 
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and when people's hodd they can't help it, I sup- 
pose. Well,' she continued, her natural character 
peeping out, as it will do sometimes, ' I can't 
but say that I like a bit of hoddness sometimes. 
It's very dull when people's just proper all along, 
and nothing else. And so, Catherine, you naughty 
girl, I expect you'll help to keep us alive this 
winter.' 

" * My dear aunt,' I said (I had never called 
her aunt before), * I can only say that I have no 
wish to displease you, and that I hope I shall 
never do anything that you can seriously dis- 
approve of.' 

" ' Well, that's right, and I don't think you 
ever will,' she said, showing an inclination to 
enter into the whole spirit of the moment. 

" Mrs. Frank> who had hitherto appeared afraid 
of being too civil to me, now assumed a gracious- 
ness of manner that somehow did not sit well 
upon her. 

" * My dear,' she said (and the expression 
sounded unnatural to me as it came from her 
thin, severe-looking lips), *I must warn you not 
to take the Doctor as a guide in anything. If it 
hadn't been for him there would have been no 
unpleasantness. I'm sure he ought to be 
ashamed of himself/ 
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'* ' I*m happy to say that I'm not at all 
ashamed of myself/ said the Doctor, who, with 
his arms leaned forward on the table, and his 
kind face all a-glow, looked the very personifica- 
tion of self-satisfaction ; * what I said to Miss 
Moore I was under an obligation to say to 
somebody — under an obligation, because I 
couldn't keep it to myself. I have said it to 
the right person, I know. Never you mind. 
Miss Moore ; I've a notion that Mrs. Thorpe 
will turn out to be a princess in disguise, or a 
lady in her own right at the least ; and we two, 
who have taken to her as plain Mrs. Thorpe, 
may find our own reward by and by. I didn't 
attend her grandmother in her illness for nothing. 
The old lady unconsciously made some revela- 
tions that I kept to myself. I shall tell you all 
before long. Ah, you may look, you very ex- 
clusive people; but I've nothing to say to 
you.* 

" ' Now Doctor, do tell us all about it,' i^d 
Mrs. Rycroft, laughing till her ample person 
shook all over. * Now, come, I'll confess that I 
feel quite interested in Mrs. Thorpe ; I ham» 
positively.' When she is quite in earnest, Mrs. 
Rycroft aspirates her h's most frequently. 

*' * It won't do,' said the Doctor, doggedly. 
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'Miss Moore and I intend to have it all to 
ourselves/ 

" * It's the Doctor's nonsense, which he may 
call sense, but I don't/ said Mrs. Frank. * If 
there had been anything in it, I should have got 
it out of him long ago.' 

"'That's your mistake/ said the Doctor, 
coolly. *I wait my opportunities for telling 
what is best worth hearing. I declare to you, 
Miss Moore, that I have reasons for believing 
that Mrs. Thorpe belongs to a family of rank. 
I am only afraid that she may slip through our 
fingers before we have time to make up to her. 
Here is an aristocratic connection that has been 
within anybody's grasp for the last nineteen years, 
and nobody would touch it with the tongs ! So 
much for exdusiveness.' 

" Of course I knew that this was a ruse of the 
Doctor's ; he understood his company better than 
I did. It astonished me to see how they pricked 
up their ears at this mock information; how 
eager they were to hear more, bdieving it all 
true. Even Mr. Rycroft fell into the trap. 
Why, I said, * even ' I don't know, for he was 
quite as likely as anybody else present. 

" * Dear me,' he said, * I've often thought of 
inviting Thorpe here, but he seemed to be so 
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much out of the way. Now I think of it, his 
wife had a superior sort of look. You are right, 
Doctor, in thinking that Catherine would take to 
her and she to Catherine — quite right/ 

" And I cannot convey to you any idea of the 
eagerness with which Mrs. Rycroft enlisted her- 
self on this side of the question. She certainly 
never was meant to shine in the most polished 
circles, to which she aspires, for her self-posses- 
sion may at any time be upset at a moment's 
notice. The mutations of the last few minutes 
astonished myself not a little. 

" ' Well now,' said Mrs. Rycroft, laughing 
heartily, as she always does when she is excited 
in a pleasant way, ' Tm sure Catherine is the 
very person to make friends with Mrs. Thorpe. 
She'll astonish those old maids so that they 
won't have a word to say for theirselves. I 
think the best plan will be for Catherine to 
go to Moorlands at once, and make up to the 
daughter. She could go in the carriage with 
you, Doctor, and take young Miss Thorpe out 
for a drive. That would be a good beginning. 
I'm sure if she once got to Moorlands, she'd 
have it all her own way.' 

" Mrs. Rycroft said more in favour of this 
summary measure, but I objected, and the Doctor 
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hummed. Finally, we two were left to arrange 
the matter between ourselves. So you see, 
Grace, that at present I have enough on my 
hands. And in the course of three weeks how 
rapidly the scenes of this life have been shifted 
for me ! I have lost some old associations, and 
am surrounded by new interests. How much 
there is that I wish to do — that I am expected to 
do ! And how unmistakeably my heart warms 
towards nearly all the personages of my little 
drama — the Halletts, the Trevors, Miss Os- 
borne, Mrs. Thorpe, Dr. Frank. It is true, 
Grace, that I already entertain a loving care for 
all these ; I am selfishly interested in them ; I 
anticipate that they may be benefited by my 
friendliness, or that I may be benefited by theirs. 
What will be the amount of the pain, and what 
of the pleasure, some time hence ? I can only 
hope to play my own part well and wisely with 
God's help." 
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